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^CHAPTER I. 

A STUDENT OF THElbLOGY. 

They were about to shu^ the 'Porte St. 6'ervais, the north 
gate of Geneva. The sergeant, of the ga^.|^d given his 
men the wdrd to close ; !iut at the last metfnent, shading 
his eye.6 from the low light of the sun, he happened to 
look along the'^usty road which led to the Pays de Gex, 
and he bade tbeTnen wait Afar off a traveller could be 
seen hurrying two donkeys towards the gate, with now a 
blow on this side, and now on that, and now a shrill cty. 
The sergeant knew him for Jehan Brossc, the bandy-legged 
faii'»» of the passagfe off the Corraterie, a sound burgher 
* and a good mah whom Jt were a shame to exclude. Jehan 
''had gone out tha i morning to fetch his grapes from 
Moens ; and the «CTgeant had pjty on him. n 

HeVaited, theijifore ; and presently he was sorry'*that 
he had waited. Behind Jehan, a long way behind hirif, 
^appeared a second wayfarer) a young m^n covered with 
dust who approacb/;d rapidly 04 long legs, a bundle 
jumping and bumping at his shoulders as .he ran. The 
favour of the gate was not for such as he— a stranger ; 
aijd the sejgeant anxious to bar, yet uiawilling to shut 
out Jehan, watched his progress with di.sgust.^ As he 
fearad, too, it turifcd out.«^|^ng legs caught up old ones: 
the strangey)vertook Jehan, overtook %e donkeys. A 
moment, and he passed under the arch abreast of them, 
a broad smile of acknowledgment on his heated face. 
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He appear^id to*thi»k*that *he g«te*had*befn kept open 
out of kiifdhess to J^im. ^ 

, And ^o* Ije^grateful. Th% war with Savoy — ftalian 
^^oy whicl^TiRe an octj)pus, wreatljpd clutching «rfis 
about the free city of Geneva — had c«nnp to ap end some 
moijths before. But a State so small t^at the Itontier of 
its iiweterate enemy lies but two short* leagilfes from its 
gates, has need of watch and ward,*and curfews and the 
like, so that he was fortunate who found the gates of 
jGcneva open a%r sunset ki that*year, i6o2 ; and the 
stranger seempd to know tins. •* 

As the g/e'*i- doors o^^nged Jtogether and two of the 
watch wound'up the creaking drawbridge, he turned to 
the sergeant, the smile still og his face. ‘‘ I feared that 
you wduld shut me out ! ” he panted, .%nll holding his 
sides. “ I would not have given mucfi for my chance 
of a bed a minute ago.” 

The sergeant answered only by a grunt. 

“If this good fellow had not been in front ” 

This time the sergeant cut him short with an impealbuS 
gesture, and the young man seeiyg that the guard also ‘ 
had fallen stiffly into rank, turned tojche tailor. He waS 
cpverflowing with good nature : he mu^t speak to some. 

qge.‘ “ If you had not been in front,” Jie began, “ f ” 

But the tailor also cut him short— frowning and laying 
his finger to his lip and pointing mysteriously to thej, 
ground. The strangei*stooped to loek more closely, but 
s^w nothing : and it was only when the others dropped 
on their knees that he understood the hint and hastened 
to follow the example. The soldiers bentcstheir he^s 
while th« sergeant recited a prayer for the safety of the 
city. He did this revererfti^' .,hile tltt evening light — 
which fell grey Between walls and sobered those who 
had that moment left the open sky apd the open country 
— cast its solemt} mantle about the ^arty. 



, A STJJDEJJTS <iDF THEOLOfey 

Such wasthp pious Tisag^ observ?d in th^^ge at the 
•opening and the» closing ^f»the gates of,Ggi^v»; nor 
had it yet sunk to a form. The nearn^S.. (rf the front** 
aM*the shadoVi cf those clutching arms, ever extended 
to smother the »ee State, gave a reality to the faith of 
those who openA and shut, and with arms in thein^nds 
looked back on*ter^ years of constant warfare. Vany^ 
a night during those ten years had Geneva gazed from 
her watch-towers on burning Tarms and smouldering 
homesteads ; many h day \een the sjftokc of ChablaiS 
hamlets float a dark tr^ across her lake^«^hat wonder 
if, when none knew what a nigTrt migh^^ing forth, and 
the fury pf Antwerp was still a new talc in men’s ears, 
the Genevese "held Providiince higher and Ilis v\;orkings 
more near tharlLpien are prone to hold them in happier 
times ? 

Whether the stranger’s reverent bearing during the 
prayer gained the sergeant’s favour, or the sword tied to 
his bundle and thd'bulging corners of squat books which 
. stull^d out the cloak gave a new notion of his condition, 
it is certain that the officer eyed him more kindly when 
*all rose from theb^^nees. "You can pass in now, young 
•sir,” said nodclTng. “ But another time remember, if 
you please, the e£fl-lie|^ here the warmer welcome ! ’’ 

“ I will bear it in mind,” the young tnavcllcr answered, 
•smiling. " Perhaps you can tell jne where I can get a 
night’s lodging ? ” " 

“ You come to study, perhaps ? ” The sergeant pufle?l 
hin^self out as he spoke, for the fame of Geneva’s <;pllege 
and its grdSt professor, Theodore Beza, was a ^source of 
glory to all withm the citywalls. Learning, too, was a 
thin^ in high repute in 'tnaTday. Th« learned tongues 
still lived aeid were passports opening all countries to 
scholars. The nam<^s of Erasmus and Scaliger were still 
in th^ mouths of mew 
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“ Yes,” Jhc youth Snswere^, “ aild f hav^ the name of % 
lodging ^^wfeich L hope t®^place myself. But fpr to> 
flight it is late,^nd an inn were more convenient” 

“^o then to 'the ‘ Bibie and Handi*’ the ser^alit 
answered.^ “ It is a decent house, as* a^ all Geneva. 
If y*ii think to find here a roistering, dfinlong, swearing 
tavej^, such as you’d find in Dijon-j — 

I come to study, not to drink,” the young man 
answered eagerly. 

• “ Well, the ‘ BilUe and Ha^,’ thetf ! It will answer your 
purpose well|^l|Cross the bridg^nd go straight on. It 
is in the Bour^ du Fourt* 

The youth thanked him with a pleased air, an^ turning 
his back on the gate proceeded briskly towards th? heart 
of the city. Though if was not Sundajjithe inhabitants 
were pouring out from the evening preaching as plen- 
tifully as if it had been the first day of the week.; and 
as he scanned their grave and thoughtful faces — faces 
not seldom touched with sternness or the scars of war 
— as he passed between the gabled steep-roofed hSSses \ 
and marked their order and cleanUness, as he saw above 
him and above them the two great t^ers of the cathe- 
dral^ he felt a youthful fffrvour and an^^thusiasm not to. 
Ije: comprehended in our age. 

To many of us the name ^nd memory of Geneva stand 
for anything but freedom. But to the Huguenot of that' 
generation and day, the name of Gtfiieva stood for free- 
dom ; for a fighting aggressive freedom, a full freedom 
in the State, a sober measured freedom in the Chujch. 
The city was the outpost, southwards, of thS Reformed 
religion dhd the Reformed learning ; it sowed its minis- 
ters over half Eu^pe, and wRti'? they went, they spread 
abroad not only its doctrines but its praise and’ its honour. 
If, even to the men of that day thertf appeared at times 
a something too stifT in its attitude, f' something tcx^near 
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Papal is its deft’eas, thfy kn^«wifli w|jat foes and* 
•against .what odds it fougl^, and ^ow littte* consistent 
with the ferocity of that sftuggle were the/ftiUpromises 
O^Ufe or the c^mrfcsies of the ^sts. 

At any sate,iffiofne such colours as these, framed in such 
a halo, CTaudh harder saw the Free City as h^ walked its 
narrow streets that evening, seeking the “Bible and ]^nd 
In some such colours had his father, bred under Calvii^o 
the ministry, depicted it : and th* young man, half French, 
half Vaudois, sought nothii^ better, s||t nothing highef, 
than to form a part of flS life, and eventually to contribute 
to its fame. Good intej;itions ryifl hon^d^d^pes tumbled 
over one another in his brain as he walkcfl. The ardour 
of a ilfew lifop^o be begu^ this day, possessed him. He 
saw all thing^through the pui^ atmosphere of*his own 
happy nature ; and if it remained to him to discover how 
Geneva would stand the test of a closer intimacy, at this 
moment, the youth took the city to his heart with no jot 
of misgiving. To follow in the steps of Theodore Beza, 
a Frenchman like himself and gently bred, to devote 
himself,* in these surroundings to the Bible and the 


Sword, and find hii them salvation for himself and help 
for others — this*:>eemcd an enfl»simple and sufficing ; the 
end too, which ail men in Geneva appeared to him*tc^ be 
pursuing that summer evemng. ' 

By-and-by a grave citizen, a psalm-book in his hand. 


directed him to tl*e inn in the*Bourg du Four; a tall 


house turning the carved ends of two steep gables to tjie 
street. On either side of the porch a long low casement 
suggested tthe comfort that was to be found within ; nor 


was the pledge unfulfilled. In a trice the student found 
hinAelf seated ?t a shMHg* table before a simple meal 
and a flagon of cool white wine witR a sprig of green 
floating on the ^rfacc. His companions were two 
, merchants of Lyo^, a vintner of Dijcyi, and a taciturn. 
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‘soberly clad^professty. • Thetfour«Id^s talkgd gravely 
tfie late wlu^ of the prevaleiice of drunl^ienness ia Zurich,® 
of a slid t:as^*of witchcraft at Basle, and of the state of 
trSde in LausahUe and t^je Fays de^V^d; whiles t)^e 
stucfent, listening with respect, contrasrte# the quietude of 
this house* looking on the grey evenina stfeet,*with the 
busti^nd chatter and buffoonery of the Mins at which he 
hajJ lain on his way from Chatillon. * He was in a mood 
to appraise at the highest all about him, from the demure 
maid who served i^em to thevcloakad burghers*who from 
time to time passed the wintlow«#rapped in meditation. 
From a houdtj^n^d by sound of the evening psalms 
came to his eaPs. There are moods and places in which 
*to be good seems of the easiestj to err, a thins weM-nigh 
impossible. 

The professor was the first to rise and retire ; on which 
the two merchants drew up their seats to the table with 
an air of relief. The vintner looked after the retreating 
figure. “ Of Lausanne, I should judge ? ” he said, with a 
jerk of the elbow. 

“ Probably,” one of the others angwered. 

“Is he not of Geneva, then ?” our s^dent asked. He 
had listened with interest to the professor’s talk and 
betw^n whiles had wondered if it woitld be his lot to 
sit*^ under him. 

“ No, or he would not be here ! ” one of the merchants 
replied, shrugging his shoulders. 

“ Why not, sir ? ” 

“ Why not ? ” The merchant fixed the questioner with 
eyes of surprise. Don’t you know, young manjrthat those 
who live in Geneva may not frequent Geneva taverns ? ” 

“ Indeed ? ” Mercier answered;.oomewH&t startled. Is 
that so ? ” 

“It is very much so,” the other rei||umed with some- 
thing of a sneer. 
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"And thqjf do n«t!* qu^h the vintner with a faint* 
^mile. ^ 

“Well, professors do nc»t1” the fnercHcij;it tinsVere^ 
w^tb a grimac^ say noting of others. Let tJie 
Venerable. Coiii|^a«y of Pastors see to it. It is flieir 
business. 

At this»point*the host brought in lights. Afte% clos- 
ing the shutters hePwas in the act of retiring wrei^a 
door near at hand — on the farther side of the passage if 
the sound could be^rusted — flew optgp with a clatter. 
Its opening let out a wvst Bf laughter, nor was that the 
worst : alas, above the laughter jjg^g A — the ribald 

word of some one who Had caught hl?1oot in the step. 

Th« l&ndlgrd uttered an exclamation and went out 
hurriedly, clos^g the door behind him. A moment and 
his voice coulcrbe heard, scolding and persuading in the 
passage. 

“ Umph ! ” the vintner muttered, looking from one to 
the other with a humorous eye. “ It seems to me that 
'the» Venerable Company of Pastors have not yet ex- 
■pelled the old Adam.” 

Open flew the door and cut short the word. But it had 
been heard, “Pa.Vors?” a raucpus voice cried. “Pas-sys 
and Flinchers is ^hat I call them ! ” And a stout Heavy 
man, whose small pointed grey beard did but emphaslle 
the coarse virility of the face above it, appeared on the 
threshold, glaring gt the four. A' Pastors ? ” he repeated 
deflantly. “ Passers and Flinchers, I say ! ” ^ 

“ In Heaven’s name, Messer Grio ! ” the landlord pro- 
tailed, hoMi^ring at his shoulder, “ these aije strangers ” 

“Strangers? Ay, and flinchers, they toot” the in- 
trudsr retorted,4ieedle9A^f the remonstrance. And he 
lurched injp the room, a bulky, reeliilfe figure in stained 
green and tarnished lace. " Four flinchers 1 Bht I’ll make 
theiQ drink a cup ’Hjth me or I’ll prick^ their hides I Do 
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* you think we shed l»Icx>a toe you^nd are t<;hbe stinted oj 
dur liquof !^’ 

^ “Afes3tr*^rio! ' Messer Crrio ! " the landlord 'cried, 
wringing his Ifends. “ You will be my anin ! ” 

‘^ofear!" 

“ But I*do fear ! ” the host retorted ^hatplj^ going so 
far a^o lay a hand on his shoulder. “ I do feaf.” Behind 
tlje man in green his boon-fellows, fliJshed with drink, had 
gathered, and were staring half curious, half in alarm into 
the room. The landlord tufoed a;ad appealed to them. 
“ For Heaven’s sju<e get hinfawaj^ quietly ! ” he muttered. 
“I shall losfl^ll^livingjf this be known. And you will 
suffer too I GtentiSinen,” he turned to the party at the 
table, “ this is a quiet house, a quiet hoy^ in gfeneral, 
but 

“Tut-tut!” said the vintner good-naturedly. “We’ll 
drink a cup with the gentleman if he wishes it!” 

“You’ll drink or be pricked !” quoth Messer Grio ; he 
was one of those who grow offensive in their cups. And 
while his friends laughed, he swished out a sword of ftUge 
length, and flourished it. " ^a ! ^a ! Now lef me see 
any man refuse his liquor ! ” ' 

♦The landlord groanec^’but thinking ^appaVently that 
soonSst broken was soonest mended, he ^tanished, to return 
ilf a marvellously short space of timS with four tall glasses 
and a flask of Neuchatel. " ^is good wine,” he muttered 
anxiously. “Good winef gentlemen, I^warrant you. And 
M^esser Grio here has served the State, so that some little 
indulgence ” 

“ What art muttering ? ” cried the bully, eirho sp(^ 
Fsench with an accent new and strange in the student’s 
ears. “ Let be I Let be, I say l» Let tSem drink, be 
pricked I ” 

The merchants and the vintner took their glasses with- 
out demur: and, perhaps, though ^Ley shrugged Aeir 
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|houlders, w#re as wiJMng ^ thej- k>o]«ed. ^The young 
•man hesitated* tpok with ajcurling lip the^l^s which 
was presented to him, an<> then, a 1blush*]^i«g fo hjp 
ej^f>, pushed it^rqpi him. 

“’Tis good ^ntf,” the landlord repeated. “AncT no 
charge. TDritik,woung sir, and ” 

“ I drink hot •on compulsion ! ” the student angered. 

Messer Grio stareS. “ What ? ” he roared. “ You- ” 

“I drink not on compulsion,” Ahe young man repeated, 
and this time he sp^e clearly and ^«mly. “ Had th^ 
gentleman asked me cburtedusly to drink with him, that 
were another matter, ^ut , 1 ^ * 

“ Sho ! ” the vintner muttered, hffcfgirlg him in pure 
kindness, “il^rink, man, and a fico for his courtesy so the' 
wine be old ! i When the drinle is in, the sense is out, 
and,” lowering his voice, "he’ll let you blood to a cer- 
tainty, if you will not humour him.” 

But the grinning faces in the doorway hardened the 
student in his resolution. “ I drink not on compulsion,” 
heTepeated stubbornly. And he rose from his seat. 

“ Yoifdrink not ? ”^Grio exclaimed. “ You drink not ? 
Then by the living ” 

“ For T^feveii'i’ sake!” the* landlord cried, and thr«w 
himself between* them. “ Messer Grio ! Gcntlcnltn ! ” 

But the bully, drink and wilful, twitched him asf^fe. 
"Under compulsion, eh!” fie sneered. “You drink not 
under compulsion, ^pn’t you, mj»lad ? Let me tell you," 
he continued with ferocity, “you will drink when 1 please, 
and where I please, and as often As I please, and as much 
^ I pleast, you meal-worm! You half- weaned puppy! 
Take that glass, d’you hear, and say after tme, Dcwil 
tak^ ” 

“ Messes Grio ! ” cried the horrificdlandlord. 

“Devil take” — for a moment a hiccough gave him 
pauK — “ all hinders ! Take the glass, young man. 
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> That is well ! L se^ }«ou wiy con^ to it f ^ow say after 

ftie, Deviktake ” , * 

“ Tha%! tlie stifdent re&fted, and flung the wine in 
fhe bully’s iace.« 

The landlord shrieked ;’the other gu^s rose hurriedly 
from theit seats, and got aside. Fortlnately*the wine 
blinS^ the man for a moment, and he Vecoildd, spitting 
cu^s« and darting his sword hithef and thither in im- 
potent rage. By the tigie he had cleared his eyes the 
youth had got his bundle, a^, freeing *his blade, 
placed himself in a posturtf of «knence. His face was 
pale, but wiri» tfB^allo r iif excitement rather than of fear ; 
and the firm set of*his mouth and the smouldering fire 
‘ in his eyes as he confronted the drunken ^ravo, rtO less 
than the manner in which he handled his weapon, showed 
him as ready to pursue as he had been Hardy to under- 
take the quarrel. 

He gave proof of forethought, too. “ Witness all, he 
drew first ! ’’ he cried ; and his glance quitting Grio for 
the briefest instant sought to meet the merchants’ eyes. 
" I am on my defence. I call all here to witness that he 
has thrust this quarrel upon me ! ” 

The landlord wrung hi^ bands. “ Oh^Aear*i* oh dear ! ” 
he cFied. " In Heaven’s name, gentleqpen, put up f put 
UjpT Stop them ! Will no one st#p them ! ” And in 
despair, seeing no one move*to arrest them, he made as 
if he would stand between them. 

But the bully flourished his bl&de about his ears, and 
wfth a cry the goodman saved himself " Out, skinker ! " 
Grio cried grimly. “ And you, say your prayers, puppjg. 
Bqfore yoy are five minutes older I will spit you like a 
partridge though I cross the frontier fo# it. You 4lave 
basted me with w<ne ! I will baste you aftgr another 

fashion ! 0n g^ard ! On guard, and ” 

“ PP'/ia/ is this ? ” 
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The voice^tjyed«G«io’s Ipngutf aad thec^ed his foot 
jn the very inst^t of assaujt. The student,* watching 
his blade and awaiting thefattack, was su^Q^sad fo se^ 
hij^ point wavei^il^ drop. Wgs it a triak', he wondered ? 
A stratageyn ? for a silence fell on the room, wTiile 
those whd hdd Uie floor hastened to efface Aemselves 
against th£ wallyaas if they at any rate had nothing^o do 
with the fracas. Afld next moment Grio shruggM 
shoulders, and with a half-stifledbcurse stood back. 

“ What ts this ^ ” V * *• • 

The same question Tn the* same to ne. This time the 
student saw whose voic^ it wasJmd^rt^^cPGrio’s arm. 
Within the door a pace in front oTt^ of three attend- 
ants, \ahdlia<4 displaced the roisterers on the threshold, 
appeared a sf^re dry-looking man of middle •height, 
wearing his h<if, and displaying a gold chain of office 
across the breast of his black velvet cloak. In age 
about sixty, he had nothing that at a first glance seemed 
to call for a second : his small pinched features, and the 
downward curl of the lip, which his moustache and 
clipped beard failed Jo hide, indicated a nature peevish 
^nd severe rather than powerful. On nearer observation 
the restl38^ye«» keen and piercing, asserted themselves 
and Redeemed tlip face from insignificance. Wheft, as 
on this occasion, thdir glances were supported by tlife 
terrors of the State, it was* not difficult to understand 
why Messer Blond^^ the Syndic) though no great man 
to look upon, had both weight with the masses, and a hol,d 
not to be denied over his colleagues in the Council. 

,5ro one tpok on himself to answer the question he had 
put, and in a voice thin and querulous, but with^a lurking 
venoan in its toUe, “What is this?" the great man re- 
peated, looking from one to another. "^Are we in Geneva, 
or in Venice? Urder the skirts of the .scarlet woman, 
or where the magwrates bear not thf sword in vain? 
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Good Mr. ]-,andlor^, fire th^se yf)uw prdfe^ions ? Yoijr 

bailmen thould sleep ill to-night, for Jhey are likely to 
ansvfhr ii)ii|adly for this ! 5^Bid whom have we sparking 
if here? Srawjing and^swearing apd^urning irtt<f a 
profligate’s tavern a place that shouJd ^be foy the sober 
entertainilient of travellers? Whom hjve*we^ere — eh ! 
Let^e see them ! Ah ! ” 

paused rather suddenly, as flis eyes met Grio’s: 
and a little of his dignity fell from him with the pause. 
His manner underwent a subtle ch»ge from tfie judicial 
to the paternal. When he fesuitiTO, he wagged his head 
tolerantly, Snc^^Jmodjg^um of sorrow mingled with his 
anger. ‘‘ Ah, ^MesSSf^rio ! Messer Grio ! ” he said, “ it is 
* you, is it ? For shame ! For shame ! Thi#is sadf this is 
lamentable ! Some indulgence, it is true^’ — he coughed 
— “ may be due after late events, and to certain who have 
borne part in them. But this goes too far ! Too far by 
a long way ! ” 

“It was not I began it!” the bully muttered sullenly, 
a mixture of bravado and apology in his bearing. *He^^ 
sheathed his blade, and thrust the Jong scabbard behind 
him. “ He threw a glass of wine in my face. Syndic — 
tljat is the truth. Is an pld soldier whoJiaar^iShed blood 
for Geneva to swallow that, and give Gn;)d thanks ? ^ 

'^^rhe Syndic turned to the studen<», and licked his lips, 
his features more pinched tlian usual. “ Are these your 
manners ? ” he said. “ tf so, they a^ not the manners of 
Geneva! Your name, young man, and your dwelling 
pface ? ” ^ 

“ My name is;, Claude Mercier, last from OChatillon {p 
Bprgundy,” the young man answered firmly. “ For the 
rest, I did no otherwise than you, sir, mfist have d^e in 
my case ! ” ^ 

The magistrate snorted. “I I” 

“ Being treated^ as I was I ” the y^jng man protested. 
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*J^He woald hiive me drink wliethei*! wodld of no ! And 
in tergis no man pf honour c^uld beag” 

“Honour?” the S 3 mdi'c fttbrted, and on*tJ)(fe #\ror3 exj 
plVI^ in grea^ wath. “ Hcg;iour, saj* you ? They *1 
know who«is in farflt When men of your race talk of 
honour 'tS eisy ^o saddle the horse. I will feach ^ou 
that we kftow ntught of honour in Geneva, but oi^y of 
service ! And naught of punctilios but much of moc^gst 
behaviour ! It is such hot blood as yours that is at the 
root of bftiwlings aii^d disc»-ders and ^ch-like, to th^ 
scandal of the commumfy : ^nd to cooMt I will commit 
you to the town jail ^ntil Convey him 

thither,” continued, turning sharply td his followers, 
“and Jfee hirifcsafely bestowed in the stocks. To-morrow 
I will hear if he be penitent, and perhaps, if he 4)e in a 
cooler temper ” 

But the young man, aghast at this sudden disgrace, 
could be silent no longer. “ But, sir,” he broke in pas- 
sionately, “ I had no choice. It was no quarrel of my 
beginning. I did but refuse to drink, and when he ” 

“ Silerfce, sirrah ! ” *the Syndic cried, and cut him 
’shot\^M^u will do well to be quiet ! ” And he was 
.turni^gt^md Ills people bear*(jieir prisoner out without 
more ado when tine of the merchants ventured t<f jjut 
in a word. 

1 “ May I say,” he interposed timidly, " that until this 

happened, Messer Rondel, the •young man's conduct 
was all that could be desired?” 

“Are you of his company?” 

•“ No, siif^ 

“ Then best keep out of it ! ” the magistrata retorted 
sharpy. 

“And you,” to his followers, “difi you hear me? 
Away with him ! ” 

Bi^ as the men Advanced to execu^ the order, the 



THE. LOlJCi Nrany 

young manaSteij()ed forward “ €)nft mogi^t ! ” he said. 
“A monftrtt only^sir. I gaught the name of BlondeC 
Am 1 sflfedliing to Messer P®libert Blondel ? ” 

•Jhe Syndic hodded ungraciously* S?Yes,” he *srad, 
“ I am h^ What of it ? ” * 

“Pnly this, that I have a letter for^im* the student 
ansA^^red, groping with trembling ^ngdrs in his pouch. 
“Erom my uncle, the Sieur de Beauvais of Node, by 
Dijon.” . 

“The Sieur d^^Beauvais ? 

“ Yes.” 

“ He is ybur.uqcleAw’ 

“Yes.” 

“So! Well, I remember pow*’ Blondtil conifinued, 
nodding. “ His name Vas Mercier, Certainly, it was. 
Well, give me the letter.” His tone was still harsh, 
but it was not the same ; and when he had broken the 
seal and read the letter — ^with a look half contemptuous, 
half uneasy — his brow cleared a little. “ It were well 
young people knew better what became them,” he cried, 
peevishly shrugging his shoulder^ “It would save us 
all a great deal. However, for this time as von ;’.‘i*e a 
stranger and well credited, I find, yoiP’m^ go. But 
lel^ il be a lesson to you, do you he?lr? Let it be a 
l&son to you, young man. GenevcJ,” pompously, “ is no 
place for brawling, and if you come hither for that, you 
will quickly find your^lf behind t.rs. See that you 
gq to a fit lodging to-morrow, and do you, Mr. Landlord, 
have a care that he leaves you.” „ 

The young man's heart was full, but hft had the 
wisdom t6 keep his temper and to say no more. The 
Syndic on his part was glad, on seconcf thoughts,^© be 
free of the matt^lr. He was turning to go when it 
seemed toWike him that he owed Something more to 
the bearer of the letter. He tum^ back. “ Ye%” he 
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s|id, had«fo^otten* This we^ktl Itm pusy. But 
Bext week, on soipe convenient day, come to^ifle, young 
sir, and I may be able to gi^ you a word of jrieice? Ii^ 
thft fcrenoon MgH ♦be best IJntil thea — see to yoifr 
behaviour!;* 

The yodngtoan bowed and waited, standing wher^ he 
was, until ^th^ bustle attending the Syndic’s dep^ture 
had quite died awa}?. Then he turned. ** Now, Messer 
Grib,” he said briskly, “ for my part I am ready.”. 

But^ M^ser Grio* had shpped aw^ some minutes^ 
before. 



CHAPTER II. 


THE HOUSE ON THE RAMPARTS. 

The affair at th^inn which«had threatened to turn out 
so unpleasantly for our hSro, Should have gone some 
way towards (festro^n^ ^ne illusions with which he had 
entered Geneva, ^ut faith is strong in the TOung, and 
hope stronger. The traditions of his boyjl^oa tnd his 
fireside? and the storiet, animate with affection for the 
cradle of the faith, to which he had listened at his father’s 
knee, were not to be over-ridden by the shadow of an 
injustice, which in the end had not fallen. When the 
young man went abroad next morning syid viewed the 
tall towers of St. Peter, of which his father had spoken — 
when, from those walls which h^d defied thfough so 
many months the daily and nightly threats o f an ^verV 
present enemy, he look^ on the sites ^s^dfifficts still. 
fam6us and on farmsteads but half rise* from their*ruins 
j»J-when, above all, he rememberedffor what those walls 
stood, and that here, on the !)orders of the blue lake, and 
within sight of the glittering peal^ which charmed his 
eyes — if in any one place in Europe — the battle of know- 
ledge and freedom had been fought, and the rule of the 
monk and the Inquisitor cast down, his old«nthusia^ 
revived. oHe thirsted for fresh conflicts, for new occa- 
sions : and it is to be feared dreamt mdl’e of the &vord 
than of the sacre^l Book, which he had con^p to study, 
and which* in Geneva, went hand in 'hand with it 
In the fervour of such thoughts ard in the multitude 
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of new interests^ which %)pencd beforft nim, he^had well# 
<?igh forgotten tliQ Syndic’s t)jranny b^ore l|p*had walked 
a mile : nor might he have fiven a second thfci^ht to 
but for the ne^ which lay ujion him t)f finding a i»ew 
lodging before nigRt. In pursuit of this hegpresently 
took his A^ay\o the Corraterie, a row of gabled houses, 
at the western eflH of the High Town, built withiw the 
ramparts, and enjoying over them a view of the open 
country, and the Jura. The hou^s ran for some distance 
parallel with the rampart, th8n retired i»^ards, and agaim 
came down to it ; in thisVva y enc lggy?^^^^, triangular open 
space or terrace. They fiprmcd ot t??^mselv«s an inner line 
of defence,,pierced at the j>oint farthest from the rampart 
by the f^ort^Certasse : a gite it is true, which was often 
open even at night, for the waff in front of th8 Cor- 
raterie, though low on the town side, looked down from 
a great height on the ditch and the low meadows that 
fringed the Rhone. Trees planted along the rampart 
shaded the triangular space, and made it a favourite 
^lounge from which the inhabitants of that quarter of the 
town coifld view the ^nountains and the sunset while 
tttstiqjj^he freshness of the evening air. 

A score c5lU*hnes had Claucte Mercier listened sP 
description of thif row of lofty houses dominating thi^ 
ramparts. Now he saf^ it, ar^cl, charmed by the position 
^nd the aspect, he trembled lest he should fail to secure 
a lodging in the house which hafl sheltered his father’s 
youth. Heedless of the suspicious glances shot at hinf 
by the watch at the Porte Tertassc, he consulted the 
rougfi plan ^^ich his father had made for Him — consulted 
it rather to assure himself against error than because he? 
felt dClibt. The Precaution taken, he made for a house 
a little to tl^ right of the Tertasse gate as onejooks to 
the country. He mbunted by four steep steps to the 
door and knocked on^t. 
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• It was^<»ene(l ib quickly as* ter disconcert him. ^ 
lanky youtn«abou4 his owgi age bounced out and conn 
•fronted fiiili. The lad wof% a cap and carried two or 
thaee books under his a«m as if he^h^d been st^fr^g 
forth wh«n the summons came. Tlfb two gazed at one 
another a moment : then, “ Does Madame *Ro^aume live 
herei? ” Claude asked. 

*The other, who had light hair and light eyes, said 
curtly fhat she did. • 

• “Do you kn8w if she hits a vacant room*?” Mercier 
asked timely, 

“ She will have ^cte lo-nighfc! ” the youth answered 
with temper in his tone : and he dashed down the steps 
and went off along the street.without ceremony dt expla* 
natioI^ Viewed from "behind he had a thin neck which 
agreed well with a small retreating chin. 

The door remained open, and after hesitating a moment 
Claude tapped once and again with his foot. Receiving 
no answer he ventured over the threshold, and found 
himself in the living-room of the house. It was cool^' 
spacious and well-ordered. On liie left of thS entrance 
a wooden settle flanked a wide fireplace^ir^jfvit Ibf 
Wh^ch stood a small • heavy table. Ai^JEher table a 
little bigger occupied the middle of*the room ; m one 
corner the boarded-up stai(^ leading to the higher floors 
bulked largely. Two or three dark prints — one a por,; 
trait of Calvin — witlf a framed»copy of the Geneva 
S:atechism, and a small shelf of books, took something 
from the plainness and added something to the comfort 
of the apartnflent, which boasted besides ®!a couple of 
*old oaken dressers, highly polished and gleaming, with 
long rows of pewter ware. Two doSrs stood >^posite 
the entfance and appeared to lead — for one of them 
stood open — to a couple of closets : bedrooms they 
could hardly be called, yet in^ne of them ^ Claude 
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^new that h» fathei* hfld slant. XrftJ Sis heart warmftfl 
•to it ^ 

The house was still ; thdlhoom w« bumcwnaf dark, 
tH^Vindows low and long, strofigly barred, and 

shaded b^the treeS, through the cool greenery of which 
the light nlte*red in. The young man stood a moment, 
and hearirfg no rf^^tep or movement wondered what he 
should do. At length he ventured to the door of 4he 
staircase and, opening it, coughed! Still no one Answered 
or came, hnd unwilling t<f intrude iifrther he turned 
about and waited on the^ he arth. i!>vJ8/CC>rner behind the 
settle he noticed two Jialf^phces and a l^ng-handled 
sword ; seat of the settle itself lay a thin folio 

bound ^In stained sheepsk^. A log smouldered on the 
hearth, and below the great black^pot which hung^over it 
two or three pans and pipkins sat deep among the white 
ashes. Save for these there was no sign in the room of a 
woman’s hand or use. And he wondered. Certainly the 
young man who had departed so hurriedly had said it 
was Madame Royaume’s. There could be no mistake. 

Well, Re would go and come again. But even as he 
Ibrmajijy^e resolution, and turned towards the outer door 
— wh^ch he tmrf^left open — ^he fi#ard a faint sound aljov#, 
a step light but^slow. It seemed to start from tk^ 
uppermost floor of al|l so lopg was it in descending ; so 
long was it before, waiting on the hearth cap in hand, 
he saw a shadow darken the Uhe below the staircase 
door. A second later the door opened and a young 
girl ^entered and closed it behind her. She did not see 
higi ; uncoiffecious of his presence she cfossed the floor 
and shut the outer door. 

Thike was a sSmething in her bearing which went to 
the heart ot the young man who stootf and sajir her for 
the first time ; a depression, a dejection, an I know not 
what, much at od^ with her youth .and her slender 
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grace, th^t %t scarcely needed tlte «igh *wkh which shg 
turn^ to*dr%w him a pace»nearer. As he moved thei» 
eyes met. *She, who had known of his presence, 
reociled with a* low cry and stared jwide-eyed* Tie 
began hurriedly to speak. ^ 

“4 am the son of M. Gaston Mercier, of Chatillon,” 
he said, “who lodged here form^ly.* At ‘least,” he 
stammered, beginning to doubt, “if this be the house 
of Madime Royaume, he lodged here. A young man 

who met me at ^ke door saYd that Madame lived here, 

• • 

and had a^oom^iJh— . 

“ He admitted you ? ”The young man who went out ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

She gazed hard at him a mpment, as if sfTe doiJbted or 
suspected him. Then,*" We have no room,” she said. 

“ But you will have one to-night,” he answered 

“ I do not know.” 

“ But — but from what he said,” Claude persisted dog- 
gedly, “ he meant that his own room would be vacant, 

I think.” 

“ It may be," she answered dull^^, the heaviness which 
surprise had lifted for a moment settling on her^^rcsft 
•Byt we shall take n®' new lodgers. •HWresently you 
^uld go,” with a cold smile, “as hS goes to-day.” 

“ My father lodged here tihree y#ars,” Claude answered, 
raising his head with pride. “ He did not go until he» 
returned to France, f ask nothing better than to lodge 
Vhere my father lodged. Madame Royaume will. know 
my name. lYhen she hears that I am the son M. 

Gaston Merciel-, who often speaks of her 

* “ He Veil sick here, I think ? ” the girl said. She 
scanned him anew with the first sho^ Qf intec^ that 
had escaped her. Yet reluctantly, it seemed; with a 
kind of ungraciousness hard to explain. 

" He had the plague in the year Chausse, the pastor 
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qf St. Gervafe,^'died» of it,”# ClauSe’anWeasd eagerly. 
t^Whe^ it was sabad. Anc^ Madarxip nursdcf him and 
saved his life. He often s|feaks of it and df iMadam^ 
wi^*gratitude. \ I&Madame l^yaume would see 

“ It is useless,” sHfe answered with an impatignt shrug. 
“ Quite useless, sir. I tell you we have no room. Anc^ — I 
wish you ^ood-n?^IHjing.” On the word she turned/rom 
him with a curt gesture of dismissal, and kneeling beside 
the embers began to occupy herseff with the cooking pots ; 
stirring orfe and tasting anftther, and Rising a third a, 
little aslant at the level ^)f her eyes that she might peer 
into it the better. He Ungefed, watching^er* expecting 
her to turp. But when she had skimmed the last jar 
and sel*it baWc, and screwed it down among the embers, 
she remained on her knees, staling absently at •a thin 
flame which had sprung up under the black pot. She 
had forgotten his presence, forgotten him utterly; for- 
gotten him, he judged, in thoughts as deep and gloomy 
as the wide dark cavern of chimney which yawned above 
her head and dwarfed the slight figure kneeling Cinder- 
ella-like *among the a^hes. 

“• €i?.ude Mercier looked and looked, and wondered, 
and jt last Iv^iged : longed' tU comfort, to cherish, t# 
draw to himself ahd shelter the budding womanhood tjp- 
fore him, so fragile n(|w, so full of promise for the futur^ 
And quick as the flame had sprung up under her breath, 
a magic flame awoke in his heart, and burned high and 
hot If he did not lodge here, 

ihe sky might fall, fish fly, and sheep pursue 

The tawny monarch of the Libyan strand I 

But IWfcwouid loffge here. He coughed. 

She staited and turned, and seeing him, seeing that 
he had not gone, she rose with a frown. “ WKat is it ? ” 
she said. “ For what are you waiting, ^’r ? ” 
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“ I have 3®me{hitfg m change f6r *Mad%xiffe Royaume^ 
he answered, 

• “ I will give it her,” she rSEumed snarpiy. ~ wny did 
yov not say so at once?”e And she beld>out her ha^. 

“ No,” be said hardily. “ I have ft in charge for her 
hand only.” 

“ Ifam her daughter.” 

He shook his head stubbornly. 

What*^ she would ha^e done on that — her face was 
hard and promiSad nothing— is uncertain. Fortunately 
for the yoi^ng niiin^i^ 2 |Og^ a 5ull report as of a stick 
striking the fioor in some room above reached their 
ears ; he saw her eyes flicker, alter, grow sofL,^“ Wait ! ” 
she said imperiously ; and stpoping to talft onePof the 
pipkin/ from the fire, *'she poured its contents into a 
wooden bowl which stood beside her on the table. 
She added a horn-spoon and a pinch of salt, fetched a 
slice of coarse bread from a cupboard in one of the 
dressers, and taking all in skilled steady hands, hands 
childishly small, though brown as nuts, she disappeared 
through the door of the staircase. • 

He waited, looking about the room, and at thisfiCK\^* 
a*l tliat, with a new interest. He took up fhd book ^hich 
lay on the settle : it was a learned vdiume, part of the 
works of Paracelsus, with strange ^gures and diagrams 
interwoven with the crabbed Latin text. A passage 
which he deciphered, atJashed him by its profundity, and 
he laid the book down, and went from one to another 
of the black-framed engravings ; from these to an Qval 
piece in coarse Limoges enamel, which hung o\^r the little 
shelf of books. At length he heard a step descending 
from the upper floors, and presently she* appeared<fli the 
doorway. 

" My mother will see you,” she said, her tone as un- 
gracious as her 4ook. “But yougfrill say nothing of 
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lodging here*i^ it pleSse pou. *D4 you fcear?” sh^ 
added, her voice •rising to £umore iaiperiqjis note. 

He nodded. ^ 

^*e turned on the lowest step. “ Site is bed-ridderf7’ 
she mutte^d^ as if she felt the need of explanation. 
“She is not to be disturbed with house matters, or who 
comes or goes. understand that, do you ? ” • 

He nodded, with a mental reservation, and followed 
her up the confined staircase. Turning sharply at the 
head of the first flight he say before him a long narrow 
passage, lighted by a window, tha^- ’ooked to^the back. 
On the left of the passage which led to a second set of 
stairs, we\;f., two doors, one near the head of the lower 
flight, Ae otfter at the foot,of the second. She led hfin 
past both — they were closed — an*d up the second stairs 
and into a room under the tiles, a room of good size but 
with a roof which sloped in unexpected places. 

A woman lay there, not uncomely ; rather comely with 
the beauty of advancing years, though weak and frail if not 
• ill. It was the woman of whom he had so often heard his 
father speak with gratitude and respect. It was neither 
ofMfeo father, however, nor of her, that Claude Mercier 
•thought as he 'stood holding ^fadame Royaume’s ^anfl 
and looking down at her. For the girl who had gone 
before him into the :|}om had passed to the other side 
of the bed, and the glance which she and her mother 
exchanged as the daughter ledht over the couch, the 
message of love and protection on one side, of lone 
and confidence on the other — that message and the tone, 
wondrous gentle, in which the girl, so turt and abrupt 
below, named him — these revealed a bond and an affet- 
tion which the life of his own family furnished him 
with no precedent. 

For his mother had many children, and his father 
still l|ved. But thd^ two, his heart told him as he held 
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^adame Reyaum^s shriveUed Hand m his, were alonf. 
Thej^hacf e'kjh bul^the oth^, and lived .each in the;otherJ 
in tms nx)ln under the tiles with the deep-set dormer 
v?l®dows that looked across the Pays de Gex to the ^^ra. 
For how jnuch that prospect of vale and mountain stood 
in their lives, how often they rose to it from the same 
bed,^ow often looked at it in sunshj^ &nd shadow with 
thckhouse still and quiet below them, he seemed to know 
— to guess. He had a s\^ift mental vision of their lives, and 
then Madame RS^yaume’s vdice recalled him to himself. 

“ You are newly cjjgie to Geneva ? ” she said, gazing 
at him. ^ 

" I arrived yesterday.” 

" Yes, yes, of course,” shjB answered. * Sh^ spoke 
quickly and nervously.* “Yes, you told me so.” And 
she turned to her daughter and laid her hand on hers as 
if she talked more easily so. “Your father, Monsieur 
Mercier,” with an obvious effort, “ is. well, I hope ? ” 

“ Perfectly, and he begged me to convey his grateful 
remembrances. Those of my mother also,” the young 
man added warmly. 

“ Yes, he was a good man ! i remember when, wfeifi' 
he was ill, and M. Chausee — the pastor, y9a know ”^the • 

repimiscence appeared to agitate her — *• was ill also ” 

* The girl leant over her quickly.j[ “ Monsieur Mercier 
has brought something for you, mother,” she said. 

“Ah?” 

t"His grateful remembrances and this letter,” Claude- 
murmured with a blush. He knew that the letter qpn- 
tained no more than he had already said ; cofnpliments, 
and the liope that Madame Royaume might be able to 
receive the son as she had received the /Sther. 

“ Ah I ” Madam% Royaume repeated, taking the letter 
with fingers that shook a little. 

“ You shall read it when Mpusiq^r Mercier is ^one " 
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l^r daughter cafd. Wfth tl^tsh^lcfek^ across at the 
young jnan. Her,eyes comm|nded hijjp to talfe^is leave. 

But he was resolute. “ father expresse^t^ h8pe,’’ 
he'^Sd, “that you .will grant gie the si.me privilege 
living under your ft>of, Madame, which was ^ highly 
prized by^inS.” 

“Of coufse, of»dl|^rse,” she answered eagerly, her^yes 
lighting up. “ I am not myself, sir, able to overlook Jhe 
house — but, Anne, you will see to»— to this being«done ? ” 
“ My dedr mother, we havff no room !^’*the girl replied 
and stooping, hid her fSce while she whispered in her 
mother’s ear. Then al«ud, ‘‘ We are so full, so — it goes 
so well,” she continued gaily. “We n^er have any 
room. •! anPsure, sir,” — again she faced him across the* 
bed — “it is a disappointment to tny mother, butdt can- 
not be helped.”* 

“Dear, dear, it is unfortunate!” Madame Royaume 
exclaimed; and then with a fond look at her daughter, 
“ Anne manages so well ! ” 

“ Yet if there be a room at any time vacant ? ” 
“You^hall assuredly have it.” 

‘^y«But, mother dear,” the girl cried, “M. Grio and 
.M. i^asterga are permanent the floor below. And 
Esau and Louis*are now with us, and have but'jgpt 
entered on their coi|fse at ^college. And you know,’* 
she continued softly, “no one ever leaves your house 
before they are obliged to leavtf it, mother dear I ” 

The mother patted the daughter’s hand. “No,” she 
sait^ proudly. “It is true. And we cannot turn any 
one away. • And yet,” looking u^ at Anne, “ the son of 
Messer Mercier? You do not think — do you tJiink that 

we cdVd put hifl ” 

“ A closat however small ! ” Claude dHed. 
“Unfortunately the room beyond this can only be 
entered through thisi)ne,” 
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It is out^of the ^u^tion th£girl responded quicklji ; 
*and for tfitf first tigie her ^ne rang a Jittle hard. The 
/lexf ins^ftt she seemed to Ifepent of her petulance ; she 
SLjPped and ki^ed the (hin face sqnk in the piflgV’s 
softness. ^ Then, rising, “ I am softy” sh® continued 
sti^y and decidedly. “ But it is impossible 1 * 

“ Still — if a vacancy should occur plea'Hed. 

fler eyes met his defiantly. “We will inform, you,” 
she said* 

, “Thank you,’* Jj^e answerdU humbly. “Perhaps I am 
fatiguing your mother ? ” 

“ I thinTc ypu are a little tired, dear,” the girl said, 
stooping over her. “ A little fatigues you.” 

**"*><*Madame’s cheeks were pushed ; her ‘ eyesT shone 
brightfc/, even feverishty. Claude saw this, and having 
pushed his plea and his suit as far as* he dared, he 
hastened to take his leave. His thoughts had been 
busy with his chances all the time, his eyes with the 
woman’s face ; yet he bore away with him a curiously 
vivid picture of the room, of the bow-pot blooming 
in the farther dormer, of the brass skillet beside the 
green boughs which filled the hearth, of the spinrtilfi^ 
wheel in the middle of*fhe floor, and the great ^ible 
oil llhe linen chest beside the bed, of*the sloping roof, 
Snd a queer triangular qupboai|l which filled one 
comer. 

At the time, as he ibllowed the girl downstairs, he 
tljought of none of these things. He only asked him- 
self what mystery lay in the bosom of this quiet hoyse, 
and what he should say when he stood in*the room 
below at' bay before her. Of one thing he was still 
sure — sure, ay and surer, since he had se?n her her 
mother. 

The sky might fall, fish fly, and sheep pursue 
The tawny monarch of the Libyan strand J 
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bi|t he lodged" nere. .The n^ntioif ot hfs aaversaiy of ^ 
l^t night, which .had not eipaped ij^s eai^'Iikd only 
hardened him in his resolutiAi. The room ofi^au-^r « 
was*,|f Louis’ room-.-must be l^s ! Hemiust be Jacqli 
the Supplanrter. * ^ 

She did'not speak as she preceded him down tjhe 
stairs, and Before emerged one after the other ^to 
the living-room, which was still unoccupied, he h^d 
formed his plan. When she mot^ed towards the outer 
door to op*en it he refused* to follow<*he stood still., 
“ Pardon me,” he said, “ would you mind givii^ me the 
name of the young man who 'admitted me 

“ I do np^ee ” * 

“ I only w^t his name.” 

“ Esau Tissot.” 

“ And his room ? Which was it ? ” 

Grudgingly she pointed to the nearer of the two 
closets, that of which the door stood open. 

“That one?” 

“ Yes.”^ 

He stepped quickly into it, and surveyed it carefully. 
T®»i he laid his cap on the low truckle-bed. “Veiy 
good* he said, raising his voice and speaking througtf 
the open door, “ I will take it.” And he came out a^i^. 

The girl’s eyes spr^'kled. ,“If you think,” she cried,* 
«her temper showing in her face, “ that that will do you 

any good ” * 

“ I don’t think,” he said, cutting her short, “ I take i&k 
Your mother undertook that I should have the first 
vacant roo5. Tissot resigned this room this jnorning. 

I take it. I consider myself fortunate — most fortunate.*'* 
He^blour came and went. “If you were a boor,” she 
cried, “ yoi^could not behave worse ! ” 

“ Then I am a boor 1 ” 

“ B^t you will find^’ she continued, “.that you cannot 
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force your.wa^ ii!to*a hoifse Ifka this. •You will fijid 
that sucft tilings ^re not jjone in Gepeva. I wjll have 
,you^pul|Olllt ! ” 

V'Why?” he, asked, «raftily resorting to argdljfent. 

“ When ask only to remain and be quiet ? Why, 
when you have, or to-night will have, an* eifipty room ? 
Wl^, when you lodged Tissot, will^ou not'lodge me? 
In, what am I worse than Tissot or Grio,” he continued, 
“or — I ‘forget the othrt-’s name? Have I the plague, or 
the falling sickit^ss? Am* I Papist or Arian ? What 
have I done that I may not lie* in Geneva, may not lie 
in your hous? ? Tell me, ‘give-^mc a reason, show me 
the cause, and I will go.” 

'oHer anger had died down, while he spdke afld while 
she listened. Instead,'^ the lowness of heart to which she 
had yielded when she thought herself alone before the 
hearth showed in every line of her figure. “You do 
not know what you are doing,” she said sadly. And 
she turned and looked through the casement. “ You do 
not know what you are asking, or to what ^ you are,, 
coming.” 

“ Did Tissot know .when he came?” 

« “You are not Tissot^” she answered in a low^tone, 
“jin^ may fare worse.” 

" Or better,” he answered ,gaily. ^ " And at worst ” 

“Worse or better you will repent it,” she retorted.*-' 
“You will repent it bkterly!” 

" I may,” he answered. “ But at least you never shall.” 

She turned and looked at him at that ; looked at Jiim 
as if the curtain of apathy fell from her eyes fnd she saw 
Mm for the first time as he was, a young man, upright 
and not uncomely. She looked at him with h^^mind 
as well as her eyes, and seeing felt curiosity«ibout him, 
pity for him, felt her own pulses stirred by his presence 
and his aspect. A faint colour, soft^ than the storm-flag 
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which had flu^^efed t^eie a ^ninute before, role to her 
cheeks ; her Ups •began to tremble. He feared •that she 
was going to weep, and “ That^s settled ! ” h^ said chfeer* 
fully.* “Good!” and he went into* the little r(Am at^ 
broulfht ou^ his cap» " I lay Fast nigh? at the ‘ Bible 
and Hand,^anti I must fetch my cloak and pSck." 

She stayed him l^a gesture. “ One moment,” she said. 
“ You are determinea to — to do this ? To lodge he A ? " 
“ Firmly,” he answered, smiling^ 

“ Then wait.” She passed Jby him and» moving to the 
fireplace, raised the lid of the great black pot The broth 
inside was boiling and bjibbling to within an iiwh of the 
lip, the steam rose from it in a fragrant cloud. She 
took an*ir<5Tls spoon and looked at him, a strange logk- 
in her eyes. “Stand wherS you »re,” she said, “^nd I 
will try you, if you are fit to come to us or no. Stand, 
do you hear,” she repeated, a note of excitation, almost 
of mockery, in her voice, “where you are whatever 
happens! You understand?” 

“Yes, I am to stand here, whatever happens,” he 
answeredf wondering. What was she going to do ? 

<^e was going to do a thing outside the limits of his 
imagination. She dipped the iron spoon in the pot and. 
exterffiing her lefttarm, deliberately allowed some diops 
of the scalding liquor .to fall on the bare flesh. He sa^« 
the arm wince, saw rra blisters spring out on the white 
skin, he caught the sharp indrav^ of her breath, but he 
did not move. Again she dipped the spoon, looking at 
him with defiant eyes, and with the same deliberation 
she Tet thectuff fall on the living flesh. This time the 
perspiration sprang out on her brow, her fac<f burne^ 
sudde^^ hot, he»whole frame shrank under the torture. 

“ Don t he cried hoarsely. “ I will not bear it ! 
Don’t!” And he uttered a cry half-articulate, like a 
beast’s. 
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“ Stanfi there !’t she sai^. An^ stilfh^ stood : stood, 
his hands* clencl^ed and his lips drawn back from his 
teeth, while she dipped the spoon again, and — though 
^jer arnf shook ^now like^ an aspen ^pd there wertf tears 
of pain in her eyes — let the dreadful stuff, fall a third 
time. * f' 

She was white when she turned ^ him. •“ If you do 
it again,” he cried furiously, “ I will upset — the cursed 
pot.” „ 

“ I have done,” she said,«smiling faintly. “ I am not 
very brave — after all ! ” And Agoing to the dresser, her 
knees trtinbling under her, she^ poured out some water 
and drank it- greedily. Then she turned to him, '* Do 
jjjju understand ? ” she said with a long^ten^sc look. 
“Are^you prepared ?»< If you come here, you will see 
me suffer worse things, things a hundred times, a thou- 
sand times worse than that. You will see me suffer, 
and you will have to stand and see it. You will have 
to stand and suffer it. You will have to stand ! If 
you cannot, do not come.” 

“ I stood it,” he answered doggedly, “ But - there are 
;hings flesh and blood cannot stand. There a 
imit ” 

“•The limit I shall fix,” she said projdly. “Not* you.” 
•“But you will fix it?” 

“ Perhaps. At any rat^, that ^is the bargain. You, 
nay accept or refuse. ..You do not know where I stands 
ind I do. You must see and be blind, feel and be dumb, 
iear and make no answer, unless I speak — if you are to 
ome here.” t ” 

^ “ But you will speak — sometime ? ” 

“ I do not know,” she answered wearily, and h^whole 
3rm wilting shet looked away from him. I 'do not 
know. Go now, if you please — and remember!” 



CHAPTER III. 


THE QUINTESSENTIAL STONE. 

The old town of Geneva, pe^t in the ang]e between lake 
and river, and cramped* for , many generations by the’ 
K narrow corselet of its walls, was not large ; i<^was still 
high noon when Mercier, after paying hij reckoning at 
the “Bible'4*ind Hand,” and collecting his possessions, 
found himself again in the Gorraterie. A pleasant breeze 
stirred the leafy branches which shaded the radlparts, 
and he stood a moment beside one of the small steep- 
roofed watch-towers, and resting his burden on the 
breast-high wall, gazed across the hazy landscape to the 
mountains, beyond which lay Chatillon and his home. 

• Yet it was not of his home he was thinking as he gazed ; 
n^ was it his mother’s 6r his father’s face that the dancing 
heat of mid-day mirrored for |jim as he dreamed. Oh, 
happ^ days of yoqjh when an hobr and a face change, all, 
and a glance from shy eyes, or the pout of strange lips, 
blinds to the world a;ld the world’s ambitions ! Happy 
youth ! But alas for the studies this youth had come 
so far to pursue, for the theology he had crossed those 
mountains to imbibe — at the pure source and fount oT 
' evailgelical^octrine ! Alas for the venerable Beza, pillar 
and pattern of the faith, whom he had thirsted td see, and 
the gr^e of Cal\^, aim and end of his pilgrimage ! All 
Gale^^^eld but one face for him now, ^ne presence, one 
gracious p^sonality. A scarlet blister on a roiuid white 
arm, the quiver of a girl’s lip a-tremble on the verge of 
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tears — tlfese and* no uuine,, these and no 

memory* of fath^ or motner or the dftys of childhocd, 
filldd Ijjs heart to overflowing. He dreamed withThis eyes 
^ the iSills, but it was njt 

Of Providence, foreknowledge, will and 
Fixed fate, free will, foreknowledge absolute, 

• 

the* things he had come to study^ but of a woman’s 
trouble^ and the secret life of the house behind him, of 
which he was about to form part. 

At length the call of a sentry at the Porte Tertasse 
startled -him from his thoughts. ^ He roused himself, and 
uncertain hovi long he had lingered he took up his cloak 
■ and bag and, turning, hastened across the^'atre^t to the 
door ^t the head of the four steps. He found it on the 
latch, and with a confident air, which: belied his real 
feelings, he pushed it open and presented himself. 

For a moment he fancied that the room held only one 
person. This was a young man who sat at the table in 
the middle of the room and, surprised by the appearance , 
of a stranger, suspended his sppon in the air that he 
might the better gaze at him. But when Claude had^set 
jiown his bag behind the door, and turned to salute the 
other, he discovered his error ; and despite himself he 
*{?aused in the act of advancing, unable to hide his con- 
cern. At the table on the hearth, staring at him in^ 
silence, sat two other, men. And one of the two was 
Grio. 

Mercier paused we have said ; he expected an outburst 
of anger if not an assault. But a second glance a'^ the 
qld ruffian’s face relieved him : a stare of vacant wonder 
made it plain that Grio sober retained little of tl^ddoings 
of Grio drunk, u Nevertheless, the silent of the 

three — for no one greeted him — took Claude aback ; and 
it was but awkwardly and with embarrassment that he 
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approached tl^ table,,aAd prgpared^ tJ add himself to th^ 
party. Somethfn^ in their l^oks as as^their silence 
whispered him unwelcome. •He blushed, ancf acj^dressing* 
the*>«>ung man at ^e larger t^le — • 

“ 1 have tskcn Tissot’s roojn,” he said shylj^ “ This 
is his seat, 4 suppose. May I take it?” And indicating 
an empty bowl and ^poon on the nearer side of the t^ble, 
he made as if he would sit down before them. • 

In place of answering, the young rna^ looked from him 
to the two on the hearth, and ISughed — a feJblish, frightened* 
laugh. The sound led Mercicfr's eyes in the same direc- 
tion, and he appreciated for the first time t^Je aspect 
of the man who sat with Grio ; a man oY great height 
and vas^ bilSc, with a large plump face and small grey 
eyes. It struck Mercier as he rrffet the fixed stare of 
those eyes, that he had entered with less ceremony 
than was becoming, and that he ought to make amends 
for it ; and, in the act of sitting down in the vacant 
seat, he turned and bowed politely to the two at the 
other table. 

,* “Tissotsus timuit, jjm peregrinus adest ! ” the big 
man murmured in a voice at once silky and sonorous. 
Then ignoring Mercier, but fqpking blandly at the 
youn^ man who si,t facing him at the table, “ Wha? 
this of Tissot?” he continued. “Can it be,” with a 
side-glance at the newcomer, "that we have lost our — 
f may not call him our quintessence or alcahest — rather 
shall I say our baser ore, that at the virgin touch of# 
our philosophical stone blushed into ruddy gold ? And 
bum«i ever ftrighter and hotter in her presence ! . Tissot 
gone, and with him all those fair experiments! Is it 
possibl^^ 

The man’s grin showed that hef savoured a jest. 

But, “ I know nothing,” he muttered sheepishly.* “ 'Tis 
new to me.” 
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“ TissoJ ^nel ” the big nc.an repeated tone humor- 
ously melancholy/* "No more shall we 

Jpon his viler metal test our purest pure, 

\.nd fee him trarftmutations thr6e endure I 

9 

ji ijsot gone ! And you, sir, come in his* p^ice. What 
change is here ! A stranger, I believe ? ” , 

“^n Geneva, yes,” Claude answered, wondering and a 
little abashed. The nj^an spoke with an air of power and 
^ weight. 

“And a student, doubtless rn our Academia? Like 
our Tisslit? Yes. It may be,” he continued in the same 
smooth tones wherein ridicule and politeness appeared 
to be so nicely mingled that it was difficult <feoji^^ge if he 
spok^dn jest or earnest, “ like him in other things ! It 
may be that we have gained and not lost And that 
qualities finer and more susceptible underlie an exterior 
more polished and an ease more complete,” he bowed, 
“ than our poor Tissot could boast ! But here is 

Our stone angelical whereby 

All secret potencies to light are brought I 

Doubtless ” — with a wave of the hand he indicated the girl 
wljp had that moment entered — “you have met before? .” 
« “ I could not otherwise,” Claude ailswered coldly — ^he 
began to resent both the ,man a^jid his manner — “ have 
engaged the lodging.” And he rose to take from thr 
girl’s hand the broth ^ic was bringing him. She, on her 
•^side, made no sign that she noticed a change, or that it 
was no longer Tissot she. served. She gave hin\,what 
he needed, mechanically and without meeting his eyes. 
Then turning to the others, she waited on them after the 
same fashion. For a minute or two ftere was^ence in 
the roopi. 

A strange silence, Claude thought, listening and won- 
dering : as strange and embarra|,sing as the talk of the 
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man who sha«ed*with,Gfio tijp table By ftie hr^lace: as, 
Strang^ as the atrupsphere aboiiJt them, vfhich Jiung h^vy, 
to his fancy, and oppressivd} fraught with uifintelligible* 
railltfies, with subtil jests and «neers. Xhe girl went#b 
and*fro, from one tb another, her face pale, her^ manner 
quiet. An% had he not seen her earlier with another 
look in hef eyes, had he not detected a sinister sqfne* 
thing underlying the big man’s good humour, he would 
have learned nothing from her; Be would have "fancied 
that all was as it should b^ in the hofise and in the* 
company. 

As it was he underst<5od nothing. But*he felt that a 
something was wrong, that a something overhung the 
party. Seated as he was he could not without turning 
see the faces of the two at the othdt table, nor watth the 
girl when she v^aited on them. But the suspicion of a 
smile which hovered on the lips of the young man who 
sat opposite him — whom he could see — kept him on his 
guard. Was a trick in preparation ? Were they about 
to make him pay his footing? No, for they had no 
notice of *his coming. • They could not have laid the 
mine. Then why that smile? And why this silence? 

. Oq.a sudden he caught the «ound of a movement 
behind him, the swrl of a petticoat, and the clang of a 
pewter plate as it fell noisily tg the floor. His companion 
looked up swiftly, the smile on his face broadening to a 
snigger. Claude turned too as qftickly as he could and 
looked, his face hot, his mind suspecting some prank® 
to be^played on him ; to his astonishment he discovered 
nothing to sSicount for the laugh. The girl appfared to 
be bending over the embers on the hearth, the men to b^ 
engageefewith theff meal ; and baffled and perplexed he 
turned a^^ and, his ears burning, benf over his plate. 
He was glad when the stout man broke the silence for 
the second time. 
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“ Agrigpji,” Re Wid, “ h|is tHKs, of Jfmalgams. That 
whereas ^ojd, silver, tinware valuable in themselvop, 
the^ attaiif when mixed with mercury to a certain light 
aiad sparkling character,»as who shqpld say the bflbbles 
on win^ or the light resistance of beauty, which ifl the 
one case and the other add to the charm, ^uch to our 
sin^ple pleasures ” — ^he continued with a rumble of deep 
layghter — “ our simple pleasures, which I must now also 
call oiw pleasures of»the past, was our Tissotl Who, 
running fluid Tijther and tKither, where resistance might 
be least of use, was as it Vere^the ultimate sting of en- 
joyment. Is, it possible that we/^have in our friend a new 
Tissot?” 

The young man at the table giggled, “ le did not 
know Tissot!” Claude replied sharply and with a burn- 
ing face — they were certainly laughing ®at him. “And 
therefore I cannot say.” 

“Mercury, which copipletes the amalgam,” the stout 
man muttered absently and as if to himself, “ when heated 
sublimes over ! ” Then turning after a moment’s silence 
to the girl, “ What says our Quintessential Storfc to this ?’’ 
he continued. “ Her Tissot gone will she still work her 
- wonders ? Still of base Grios and the weak alloys red 
bridegrooms make ? Still — kind Anlie, your hand ! ” 

Silence I Silence again. What were they doing ? 
Claude, full of suspicion, turned to see what it meant;; 
turned to learn what nit was on which the greedy eyes 
fof his table-fellow were fixed so intently. And now he 
saw, more or less The stout man and Grio had their 
heads jjpgether and their faces bent over tUfe girl’s hand, 
which the former held. On them, however, Claude 
scarcely bestowed *a glance. It was tfie girl’s Jue which 
caught and held his eyes, nay, made them Had it 

blushed, had it showed white, he had borne the thing 
more lightly, he had understood it better. But her face 



THE QUINTESSENTIAL STONB 37 

showed dull ai!(l,apathefic ; ai she sto^ fookin^ down at 
the mea, suffering* them to dc^what tbSy wo«fd wither 
hand, a strange passivity was its sole expression.| When 
the^ig man (whose name Giaude learned later w€s 
Basterga), after inspecting the palm, kissed it wjjh mock 
passion, ana so surrendered it to Grio, who also pressed 
his coarse ifps to it, while the young man beside Claude 
laughed, no change came over her. Released, she 
turned again to the hearth, impassive. And Clatide, his 
heart beating, recognise^ that this was the hundredth* 
performance ; that so far from being a new thir^ it was 
a thing so old as to b 5 stale to her, moving her less, 
though there were insult and derision in every glance of 
the men^ eyes, than it movgd him. 

And noting this he began in a dftn way to undeitetand. 
This was the thing which Tissot had not been able to 
bear ; which in the end had driven the young man with 
the small chin from the house. This was the pleasantry 
to which his feeble resistance, his outbursts of anger, of 
jealousy, or of protest had but added piquancy, the ulti- 
mate sting of pleasur® to the jaded palate of the per- 
formers. This was the obsession under which she lay, 
the t^al and persecution whicll «he had warned him h^ 
would find it hard to witness. 

Hard ? He believed her, irifling as was the thing he 
4 iad seen. For behind it he had a glimpse of other and 
worse things, and behind all of ^me shadowy brooding 
mystery which compelled her to suffer them and forbad® 
her t9 complain. What that was he could not conceive, 
what it could be he could not conceive ; nor ha4 he long 
to consider the ^astion. He found the shifty eyes <sf 
his tablfe^low fixed upon him, and, though the moment 
his own^^s met them they were averted, he fancied 
that they sped a glance of intelligence to the table behind 
him, and he hastened^to curb, if not his> feelings, at least 
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the show^ofcthem.' He ha^ his^^min^. *11 was hot as 
Tisspt he ifiitst adt if he wqjild help hes, but thore.warily, 
•morV patiehtly, hiding her^ime, and letting the blow, 
when the time pame, precede the w«>rd. Unwam^, he 
had act^ it is probable as Tissot haO acted, weakly^and 
stormily: warned, he had no excuse if he^ failed her. 
Yoi|pg as he was he saw this. The fault layVith him if 
he 4 nade the position worse instead of better. 

Whether, do what Be wo&ld, his feelings made them- 
•selves known— for the shoulders can speak, and elo- 
qucntly^n occasion — or fhe reverse was the case, and 
his failure to rise to the bait disjfppointed the tormentor, 
the big man, fiasterga, presently resumed the attack. 

“Tissotius pereat, Tissotianus adest!’* he muttered 
with t sneer. “ But 'perhaps, young sir, Latinity is not 
one of your subjects. The tongue of the immortal 
Cicero ” 

“ I speak it a little,” Claude answered quietly. “ It were 
foolish to approach the door of learning without the key.” 

“ Oh, you are a wit, young sir ! Well, with vour wit . 
and your Latinity can you construe this : — 

Stultitiam expellas,*furca tamen usque recurret 
Tissotius perilt terque quaterque |edit J ” 

“ I think so,” Claude replied gravely. 

“ Good, if it please you ! And the meaning?” 

“Tissot was a fool, and you are another!” the young 
vnan returned. “Will you now solve me one, reverend 
sir, with all submission ? ” 

“ Said and done ! ” the big man answered disdainfully. 

• “Nec volucres plumae faciunt nec cuspis Achillem! 
Construe me that then if you will ! ” 

Basterga shru§[ged his shoulders. “ Fine<?-eatners do 
not malce fine birds ! ” he said. “ If you apply it to me,” 
he continued with a contemptuous face, “ I ” 
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“ Oh, no, tg Vour cofnpany,” Claulle jins'^eiied. Self- 
fontrol comes hardly^ to the^oung, atj|d he *^Jad alreadj^ 
forgotten his rSle. “ Ask hiffi what happeif^d last liight 
at the ‘ Bible and Hand,”’ he continued, pointing td^Grio* 
“ and how he stan(^ now with^is friend the Syndic 1 * 
“The Sjpidic?” 

“The Syndic Blondel!” 

The moment the words had passed his lips, Clau<iB re- 
pented. He saw that he had struck a note more serious 
than he intended. The big*man did noj move, Tjut over 
his fat face crept a watoiiing«exprcssiofl ; he was plainly 
startled. His eyes, rec^jced almost to pin-pointe, sedtned 
for an instant the eyes of a cat about tf> spring. The 
effect ^as so evident indeed that it bewildered Claude, 
and so completely diverted his attention from Grio, the 
real target, tha,t when the bully, who had listened Stupidly 
to the exchange of wit, proved by a brutal oath his com- 
prehension of the reference to himself, the young man 
scarcely heard him. 

“ The Syndic Blondel ? ” Basterga muttered after a 
’ pregnant pause. “ What know you of him, pray ? ” 

Before the young man could answer, Grio broke in. 

“ So you have followed me jjere, have you ? ” he cried, 
strffiing his jug oji the table an3 glaring across the 1)oard 
at the offender. “ You weren’t content to escape 
night it seems. Now 

“ Enough ! ’’ Basterga muttered, the keen expression of 
his face unchanged. “ Softly ! Softly ! Where are we ? 

I don’t understand. What is this ? Last night ” * 

wanf* not to rake up bygones if you will let them 
be,” Claude answered with a sulky air, half assufned. “It 
was you who at^cked me.” * 

“ l^^^ppy ! ” Grio roared. “ Do^ou think ” 

“ Enough ! ” Basterga said again : and his eyes leaving 
the young man fixed themselves on his companion. “ I 
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begin to uftdlirstanc^," lie murmured, his voi^ low, but not 
the lehs menacing {or that, o^for the cat-like purr in it. “ { 
begi^to comprehend. This«is one of your tricks, Messer 
tji^o. One of the clever tricks you glay in your (tops I 
Some day you’ll *do that in them wilk— No !” repressing 
the^bully*as he attempted to rise. “ Have dojfe now and 
let us understand. The ‘ Bible and Hand,’ eh ? ’Twas 
ther#, I suppose, you and this youth met, and ” 

“ Quarrelled,” said CJ^lude sullenly. “ That’s all.” 

'* And you followed him hither ? ” 

“No, I did not.^ 

“No? •Then how come you Ivsre?” Basterga asked, 
his eyes still watchful. “ In this house, I mean ? 'Tis 
not easy to find.” 

“My father lodged^here," 'Claude vouchsafed. And 
he shrugged his shoulders, thinking that* with that the 
matter was clear. 

But Basterga continued to eye him with something 
that was not far removed from suspicion. “Oh,” he 
said. “ That is it, is it ? Your father lodged here. And 
the Syndic — Blondel, was it you said ? How comes he 
into it? Grio was prating of him,*^ suppose?” For an 
instant, while he waited the answer to the question, his 
eyescshrank again to pin-points. r * 

e “ He came in and found us at sword-play,” Claude 
answered. “ Or just falling to it. And though the fault 
was not mine, he would ^have sent me to pris6n if I had 
not had a letter for him.” 

"“ Oh 1 ” And returning with a manifest effort to the 
tone and manner of a few minutes before : — «» * 

i 

^ ** Impiger, Iracundus, Inexorabilis, acer 

Jura neget sibi nata, nihil non arroget^rmis,” 

t I 

he hummed, I doubt if such manners will be appreci- 
ated in Geneva, young man,’^ and furtively he wiped his 
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brow. “To ®l(f stagf rf lik^ my friencf hJj|;d*who^ has 
given hjs proofs of fidelity toihe Statef somf Indalg^ce 
is granted ” 

“ f%ee that,” Claqde answere«l with sarcasm. 

, “ f am saying it ‘But you, if you will not be warned, 

will soon fiftd or make the town too hot for yoa* • 

" He wilf find this house too hot for him ! " gfroyled 
his companion, who had made more than one vain ^at- 
tempt to assert himself. “And that to-day! To-day! 
Perdition, I know him now^’ he contgfUed, fixing his 
bloodshot eyes on the youri|f man, “and if he cjjijvs 
here as he crowed las# night, his comb,must*be cut! 
As well soon as late, for there will be fto living with 
him ! "Bhere, don’t hold me, man ! Let me at him !” 
And he tried to rise. * 

“Fool, have done!” Basterga replied, still restraining 
him, but only by the exertion of considerable force. 
And then in a lower tone but one partially audible, 
“Do you want to draw the eyes of all Geneva this 
yray ? ” he continued. “ Do you want the house marked 
and watched and every gossip’s tongue wagging about 
it? You did harm enough last night. I’ll answer, and 
well^if no worse comes of it !* ^ave done, I say, or L 
shall speak, you ktiow to whom ! ” 

“Why does he come here? Why does he follow* 
«me ? ” the sot complained. 

“ Cannot you hear that his father lodged here ? ” 

“ A lie ! ” Grio cried vehemently. “ He is spying OQ 
us ! ^First at the ‘ Bible and Hand ’ last night, and then 
here! It if you who are the fool, man. Let^me go! 
Let me at him, I say ! ” , 

“I ^^1 not! ’•the big man answered firmly. And 
he whis^l^ in the other’s ear somethhig which Claude 
could not catch. Whatever it was it cooled GrTo’s rage. 
He ceased to struggle, nodded sulkily apd sat back. He 
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stretched®ott his jiand, took a drseug^t, and having 
emptiedSii^ jug, *“ Here’s Creneva!” l^,e said, wiging his 
lip^with the air of a man v^o had given a toast " Only 
c^n’t Itt him cross mej That is^all. Where il» the 
wench ? " 

“ She*has gone upstairs,” Basterga answedSd with one 
eye on Claude. He seemed to be unable to shake off 
a secret doubt of him. 

^Th^n let her come down,” Grio answered with a 
grin, half druK^en, half btutal, “and make her show 
sport. Here, you there,” to thb young man who shared 
Claude’s- table, “ call her down aad ” 

“ Sit still ! Basterga growled, and he trod — Claude 
was almost sure of it — on the bully’s foot. “ it is late, 
and these young gentlemen* should be at their themes. 
Theology, young siir,” he turned to Claude with the 
slightest shade of over-civility in his pompous tone, 
“like the pursuit of the Alcahest, which some call the 
Quintessence of the Elements, allows no rival near its 
throne ! ” 

“ I attend my first lecture to-mofrow,” Claude* answered 
drily. And he kept his seat. His face was red and his 
Jband trembled. They ^ Would call her down for their 
s^drt, would they! Not in his presence, nor again in 
*his absence, if he could avoid it. 

Grio struck the table. ‘‘^Call her do\yn ! ” he ordered* 
in a tone which betrayed the influence of his last draught 
“ Do you hear ! And he looked fiercely at Louis Gentilis, 
the young man who sat opposite Claude. 

But Louis only looked at Basterga and grfhned. 

^And Basterga it was plain was not in the mood to 
amuse himself. Whatever the reason, She big o^n was 
no longer at his «ase in Mercier’s company, ^68rne un- 
pleasant thought, some suspicion, born of the incident at 
the “Bible and Hand,” seemed to rankle in his mind, 
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and, strive as4iefwouy,*betr^ed its predfen<|^ ih the tone 
«f his Yoice and the glance oj his eye.» uneasy,* 

nor could he hide his uneasiness. To theflook ^/hicl^ 
Gertfilis shot at hjpi he repligd by on^ whicl# impesa- 
tively bade the ydung man keep his seat “Ehough 
fooling for\o-day,” he said, and stealthily he repressed 
Grio’s resistance. “ Enough ! Enough ! I see tha^ the 
young gentleman does not altogether understand our 
humours. He will come to thenf in time, in tkne,’^ his 
voice almost fawning, “and fee we me^iiPno harm. Dic^ 
I understand,” he continued, Addressing Claude djfgg^y, 
“ that your father kne\f Messer Blondel ? # 

“Who is now Syndic? My uncle di9,” Claude an- 
swered ♦ather curtly. He was more and more puzzled 
by the change in Basterga’s manner. Was the I^’g man 
a poltroon whom the bold front shown to Grio brought 
to heel ? Or was there something behind, some secret 
upon which his words had unwittingly touched ? 

“ He is a good man,” Basterga said. “ And of the 
.first in Geneva. His brother too, who is Procureur- 
General. Their father died for the State, and the sons, 
the Syndic in particular, served with high honour in the 
Wcy^ Savoy has no stouter fo* than Philibert Blonde!*, 
nor Geneva a more devoted son.” And he drank As^ if 
he drank a toast to them. 

Claude nodded. 

“ A man of great parts too. •Probably you will wait 
on him ? ” 

“ Jlext week. I was near waiting on him after another 
fashion,” cfaude continued rather grimly. “ Bel|iveen him 
and your friend there,” with a glance at Grio, who had 
relapsi|iinto a Aoody glaring silence, “ I was like to get 
more than justice.” 

The big man laughed. “Our friend here nas served 
the State,” he remarked, “ and does ^vhat another may 
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^not CoAc^ Mtsser "Grio he co«itinued,o clapping him 
on Ihe sftduJdef/as he roge from his ©seat “We havt 
csat\)ng etiough. If the ;^oung ones will not stir, it 
btcomesf the olcj^ ones torset an example. Will yofi to 
my room and view the precipitatidn of which I told 
you ? ” ^ 

G^io gave a snarling assent, and got to his feet ; and 
the^party broke up with no more words. Claude took 
his cap* and prepared' to withdraw, well content with 
Jhimself and tHVJine he Had taken. .But he did not 
le3£C.t. the house until his ears assured him that the two 
who hacl ascended the stairs together had actually re- 
paired to Basterga^s room on the first floor, and there 
shut themselves up. 



CHAPTER IV. 


CiESAR BASTERGA. 

Had it been Rfercier’s ey^in place pf his ear which 
attended the two men to the hpper room, he would jaye 
remarked — perhaps with surprise, since be had^ gained 
some knowledge of Grio’s temper— that* in proportion 
as theytnounted the staircase, the toper’s crest drooped, 
and his arrogance ebbed *away; •until at the <Joor of 
Basterga’s chamber, it was but a sneaking and awkward 
man who crossed the threshold. 

Nor was the reason far to seek. Whatever the stand- 
point of the two men in public, their relations to one 
.another in private were delivered up, stamped and 
sealed in that momont of entrance. While Basterga, 
leaving the other to close the door, strode across the 
rqjjjp to the window and stood gazing out, his very back 
stern and contemptuous, Grio fidgeted and frowned, >frait- 
ing with ill-concealed penitence, until the other chose t(# 
address him. At length Basterga turned, and his gleam- 
ing eyes, his moon-face pale \iith anger, withered his 
companion. ^ 

“ ^gain 1 Again ! ” he growled — it seemed he dare not 
lift his voi?e. “Will you never be .satisfied ui^il we are 
broken on the wheel ? You dog, you ! The sooner ypu 
are bra^i the flatter, were that all 1 Ay, and were that 
all, I cotW watch the bar fall with pleasure ! But do 
you think I will see the fruit of years of plannin‘|f, do you 
think that I will see the reward of this, brain — this ! this, 
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, you brai^dls idiot, who knpw not jvhat‘’a <brain is ” — and 
he ^tapped this brow repeatedly with an earaestneSs 
lalnuKst grotesque — “do yofi think that I will see this 
cast awi^, becayse you swill, swine that you are ! ^will 
and prajte in your cups ! ” ® ' 

<‘’Fore God, I said nothing!” Grio whin^. “I said 
noticing I It was only that he would not* drink and 

“ Made him?" 

“No, he would not, I say, find we were coming to 

And then ” 

“ He gave back, did he ? ” 

“No, Messer Blondel came in.” 

Caesar Basterga stretched out his huge arms. “ Fool ! 
Foollf Fool!” he hissed, with a gesture of despair. 

“ There it is I And Blondel, who should have sent you 
to the whipping-post, or out of Geneva, has to cloak you I 
And men ask why, and what there is between our most 

upright Syndic and a drunken, bragging " 

“ Softly,” Grio muttered, with a flash of sullen resent-i 

ment. “ Softly, Messer Basterga f> I ” 

“ A drunken, swilling, prating pig I ” the other persisted. 
“A broken soldier living on an hour of chance ser\ 5 L''s ? . 
Pooh, man,” with contempt, “ do not threaten me 1 Do 
you think that I do not kno^}^ you more than half craven ? 
The lad below there would cut your comb yet, did I *' 
suffer it. But that is not the point. The point is that 
you must needs advertise the world that you and the 
Syndic, who has charge of the walls, are ^ail-fellows, 
and the i^ orld will ask why I Or he must deal with you 
as^^you deserve and out you go from Geneva ! ” 

“ Per Bacco ! I am not the only soldi^||i Grio 
muttered^ “ who Aiffles it here I ” 

“ No ! And is not that half our battle?” Basterga re- 
joined, gazing omhira with massive scorn. “To make 
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use of them a«d*their^gPumbling, and' thfcir HiStaste for 
the Veijerable Cqpipany of ^stors who rul/tisl Sych 
men are our tools ; but tooR only, and senslless f^ols, 
for Gftneva won for fhe Grand JDuke, and what ♦ill they 
be tlfc better, save In the way of a little more licence 
and a littlA more drink ? But for you I ha<f son»B- 
thing bettei*! Is the little farm in Piedmont not worth 
a month’s abstinence ? Is drink-money for your old ^e, 
when else you must starve or stjfb in the purlieus of 
Genoa, not worth one montlft sobriety ^ • But you must ^ 
needs for the sake of a s*lnglrf night’s debauch ruin ..ny 
and get yourself broken«on the wheel ! ” 

Grio shrank under his eye. " There is no Rarm done,” he 
muttered«at last. “ Nobody suspects what is between us.” 

“ How do you know that came^the retort. “ ^hat ? 
You think it is natural Blondel should favour such as 
you ? ” 

*'It will not be the first time Geneva cloak has covered 
Genoa velvet ! ” 

" Velvet ! ” Basterga repeated with a sneer. “ Rags 
rather ! ” And then npre quickly, “ But that is not all, 
nor the half. Do you think Blondel, who is on the point, 
Blondel, who will and will not §nd on whom all must* 
turn, Blondel the Ripright, the impeccable, the patricftic, 
“without whom we can do nothing, and who, I tell you, • 
hangs in the balance — do you think he likes it, block- 
head ? Or is the more inclined to trust his life with us 
when he sees’ us brawlers, toss-pots, common swillers?. 
Do you think he on whom I am bringing to bear all the 
resources of^his brain — this ! ” — and again the Hig man 
tapped his forehead with tragic earnestness — " dnd whom 
you coidd as mufli move to side with us as you could 
move y^lbr peak of the Jura from its base — do you 
think he will deem better of our part for this ? ” * 

“Well, no.” 
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“' No f t ^o, a thousand times^ ” 

“ But f c^iunt drunk theSsanrie as soljer for that ! ” Gmo 
cri^, pluc|cing up spirit aied speaking with a gleam of 
4ehanc^ in his eye. F^r it is my cjpinion that yoQohave 
no more chance of moving him than? I have ! And* so to 
b? plaih you have it, Messer Basterga. For.liow are you 
going to move him ? With what ? Tell me»that ! ” 
‘^Ah!” 

*Wi^h money?” Grio continued with a fluency which 
showed he spok^ on a subject to which he had given much 
thoug ht “ He is rich and ‘ten thousand crowns would not 
buy him. .^nd the Grand Di:ke, much as he craves 
Geneva, will not spend over boldly.” 

“ No, I shall not move him with money.” 

“With power and jrank, then? Will the Grand Duke 
make'' him Governor of Geneva? No, for he dare not 
trust him. And less than that, what is it to Syndic 
Blondel, whose word to-day is all but law in Geneva?” 

“No, nor with power,” Basterga answered quietly. 

“Is it with revenge, then ? There are men I know > 
who love revenge. But he is not of the south, and at 
such a risk revenge were dearly bought” 

“ No, nor with revenge,” Basterga replied. 

A woman, then? For that is all that is left,”*(jr’rio' 
rejoined in triumph. Once he had spoken out, he had 
put himself on a level with his master ; he had worstetj, 
him, or he was much njistaken. “ Perhaps, from the way 
you have played with the little prude below, it is a 
woman. But they are plenty, even in Geneva, and he is 
rich ani^ old.” 

“ No, nor with a woman.” 

“ Then with what ? ” 

“With this ! ”a Basterga replied. And fcr,..ne third 
time, dtawing himself up to his full height, he tapped 
his brow. “Do you doubt its power?” 
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For answer ptio shrulfged his shotHd^s, mahner 

si^len and contemptudus. 

“You* do?” * 

“ I,«don’t see how it works^ Messer Basferg^a,”* tlw 
veteran muttered. • I say not you havtf not good wits. 
You have, I»grant it. But the best of wits miAt have 
their means and method. It is not by wishing and 
willing ” 

“ How know you that ? ” 

“Eh?” 

“ How know you that ? ”• Basterga* repeated with ' 
sudden energy, and hc^ shook a massive ^ngeii^flSTdre 
the other’s eyes. “But how know you anything,” he 
continue^ with disdain, as he dropped the hand again, 
and turned on his heel, “dolt, imjjecilc, rudiment that 
you are? Ay, and blind to boot, for it was bftt the 
other day I worked a miracle before you, and you 
learned nothing from it.” 

“It is no question of miracles,” the other muttered 
/ioggedly. “But of how you will persuade the Syndic 
felondel to betray Geneva to Savoy ! ” 

“ Is it so ? Then tell me this : the girl below who 
smacked your face a month back because you laid a^ 
ha*^ upon her wMst, and who would have had you put 
to the door the same day — how did I tame her ? Cah , 
^ou answer me that ? ” • 

Grio’s face fell remarkably. “No, master,” he said, 
nodding thoughtfully. " I grant it. I cannot. A wilder 
^lly was never handled.” * 

. “ So ! Aftd yet I tamed her. And she suffers you ! 
She’s sport for us within bounds. Yet do you think she 
likes it when yo» paw her hand or lay your dirty arm 
about hl^i^aist, or steal a kiss? Thiijk you the blood 
mounts and ebbs for nothing? Or the tears rise and 
the lip trembles, and the limbs shake for sheer pleasure; 
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^So 

I tell yoi^ # e){ps wuia siay, ycQi had b^athed youf last? 
some weclf ^ ago.” e • 

®I knov^ Grio answet€^, nodding* thoughtfiflly. ‘‘I 
hav5 wondered and wondered, ay, many a time, hojv vou 

Old it.” e * 

“ Yet I did it ? You grant that ? 

“Yes.” 

e 

“^And you do not understand — with what ? ” 

Grio^ shook his heaji. 

“Then why^, mistrust ms now, blockhead,” the other 
i^orted, “when I say that as L charmed her, I can charm 
Kdfhk*!? A^, and more easily,^ You know not how I 
did the one, lior how I shall do the other," the big man 
continued. “ But what of that ? ” And in a louder voice, 
and with a gusto which showed how genuine was his 
delight in the metre, 

“ Pauct quos aequus amavit 
Jupiter aut ardens evexit ad aethera virtus 
Dis geniti potuere,’* 

he mouthed. “ But that," he added, looking scornfully ^’ 
at his confederate, " is Greek to you I ” 

Grio’s altered aspect, his crestfallen air owned the 
virtue of the argument if" not of the ^itation ; which he 
did not understand. He drew a deep breath. “Per 
Bacco,” he said, “if you .succeed in doing it, Messer 

Basterga ” o 

“ I shall do it,” Baste/ga retorted, "if you do not spoil 
<all with your drunken tricks ! ” 

Grio was silent a moment, sunk plainly ^n reflection. 
Presently his bloodshot eyes began to travel respect- 
fiilly and even timidly over the objects about him. In 
truth the room in which he found himself was ’-sorthy of 
inspection, for it'^was no common room, eith^n aspect 
or furnishing. It boasted, it is true, none of the weird 
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properties, the^fiulls an A corpse-lights, d^ad^hands, and 
w^xen masks with wHich th# necrom^cer pf\hat day 
sought to impress the vulgar *find. But in pl^e of th^se 
a miiRitude of objects, quaint, curious, or valuaUe, ^lle^ 
that half of the room which was farthet from the fire- 
hearth.* Oi# the wall, flanked by a lute and sortie od^- 
looking rubrical calendars, were three or four silver discs, 
engraved with the signs of the Zodiac ; these \fere 
hung in such a position as to catch the light^ which 
entered through the heavily*leaded casement. On the 
window-seat below them,«a pile of Plantlns and Elzevirs 
thu^tened to bury a st^el casket. On the^table,'^fiiVeral 
rolls of vellum and papyrus, peeping from metal cylinders, 
leant against a row of brass-bound folios. A hand- 
some fur covering masked the Ruckle-bed, but this, 
too, bore its share of books, as did two or thref long 
trunks covered with stamped and gilded leather which 
stood against the wall and were so long that the ladies 
of the day had the credit of hiding their gallants in 
jthem. On stools lay more books, and yet more books, 
with a medley of other things : a silver flagon, and 
some weapons, a chessboard, an enamelled triptych and 
the like. • 

•Th a word, this* half of the room wore the aspec(« of 
a library, low-roofed, dark and richly furnished. The 
, other half, partly divided frofti it by a curtain, struck the 
eye differently. A stove of peculiar fashion, equipped 
with a powerful bellows, cumbered the hearth ; before 
this on a long table were ranged a profusion of phiall 
and ?etorts,%lass vessels of odd shapes, and eartl^n pots. 
Crucibles and alembics stood in the ashes before the 
stove, and on a#sideboard placed under the window 
were sdi^ll^ed a set of silver scales, ^ chemist’s mask, 
iind a number of similar objects. Cards bearing ab- 
struse calculations hung everywhere on the walls; and 
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over theiirepl^ce, inscribedjn ^old an<f l^ack letters, the 
Greek “ EyREKA was cdnspifuous. 

The existence of such % room in the quiet house in 
the*Co^raterie was little suspected^ by the neigMbours, 
and if known vA)uld have struck them with amazdhient. 
To Grit) its aspect was familiar : but in this iase familiar- 
ity had not removed his awe of the unknown and the 
magical. He looked about him now, and after a pause : — 
suppose you doiit — with these,” he murmured, and 
with an almost imperceptible shiver he pointed to the 
crucibles, 

** “ With tho^e ? ” Basterga exclaimed, and had the other 
ascribed supernatural virtues to the cinders or the bellows 
he could not have thrown greater scorn into his words. 

“ Do you think I ply this base mechanic art for aught 
but td* profit by the ignorance of the vulgar ? Or think 
by pots and pans and mixing vile substances to make 
this, which by nature is this, into that which by nature 
it is not! I, a scholar? A scholar? No, I tell you, 
there was never alchemist yet could transmute but on§fc» 
thing — poor into rich, rich into p^pr ! ” 

“ But,” Grio murmured with a look and in a voice of 
disappointment, “ is not that the true transmutation wh^h 
a thousand have died seeking, and ofie here and there,* 
if is rumoured, has found? From lead to gold, Messer 
Basterga ? ” 

“Ay, but the lead i| the poor alchemist, who gets 
gold from his patron by his trick. And the gold is the 
poor fool who finds him in his living, and being sucked, 
turns tcn„lead ! There you have your transmutation.” 

“Yet ” 

“ There is no yet ! ” _ 

“But Agrippa*” Grio persisted, “ ComeliuC^grippa, 
who sojourned here in Geneva and of whom, master, 
you speak daily — was he not a learned man?" 
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‘'Ay, even as I am!” Qcesar Ba^erga| 4hswered, 
swelling* visibly ^ith prided “But constrained, even 
as I %m, to ply the baser trade and stoop fo ^haf wj 
see eiyd touch and "smell ! Faugh ! What lot more 
cursed lihan *to quit the pure ether of Latinity for tlje 
lower regiop of matter? And in place of cultivating 
the ///sm humaniores, which is the true cultivation* of 
the mind, and sets a man, mark you, on a levqj vfith 
princes, to stoop to handle #rirgin milk#and dragon’s 
blood, as they style theii* vile* mixtures ; or else grope 
in dead men’s bodies fqr the thing which filled “them. 
Which is a pure handicraft and cheirergwn, unworthy 
a scholar, who stoops of right to naught but the goose- 
quill ! ” * 

“ And yet, master, by these same things ” 

“ Men grow rich,” Basterga continued . with a sneer, 

“ and get power ? Ay, and the bastard sits in the chair 
of the legitimate ; and pure learning goes bare while the 
seekers after the Stone and the Elixir (who, in these 
tfays are descending to invent even lesser things and 
smaller advantages that*in the learned tongues have not 
so much as names) grow in princes’ favour and draw on 
th^’ treasuries ! Ikut what says Seneca? ‘ It is not the 
office of Philosophy to teach men to use their hands.* 
The object of her lessons is to form the soul and the 
t&te.’ And Aldus Manucius, vir doctissimus, magister 
noster,” here he raised his hand to his head as if he ^ 
would uncover, “says also the same, but in a Latinity 
more pure anil translucent, as is his custom.” ■* 

Grio scratched his head. The other’s vehemence^ 
whether he sneere^or praised, flew high above his dull 
understatil|||^. He had his share of th^ reverence for 
learning which marked the ignorant of that age : "but to 
what better end, he pondered stupidly, could learning be 
directed than to the dis(;pvery of that wlHch must make 
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its own6r, ^he ipost envijA>le oi 'mortals, the master 
'Wealth and youth and i%asure! It was not* to this 
however, tlfiat he directed his objection : the argun^fintun 
ad honiinem came more easily to ^him. “ But ypu dc 
tjiis ? "»he said, pointing to the paraphernalia about the 
stove. , 

* Ay,” Basterga rejoined with vehemence. “ And why, 
my friend? Because the noble rewards and the con- 
sideration which former times bestowed on learning are 
to-day diverted to baser pursuits ! Erasmus was the 
friend"of priijces, and the correspondent of kings. Della 
Scala was the companion of an emperor ; Morus, the 
Englishman, was. the right arm of a king. And I, 
Caesar Basterga of Padua, Jbred in the pure Latinity of 
our Blaster Manucius, yield to none of these. Yet am I, 
if I would live, forced to stoop ‘ ad vulgus captandum ! ’ 
I must kneel that I may rise ! I must wade through the 
mire of this base pursuit that I may reach the firm 
ground of wealth and learned ease. But think you that 
I am the dupe of the art wherewith I dupe others ? Or; 
that once I have my foot on firm ground I will stoop 
again to the things of matter and sense? No, by 
Hercules ! ” the big man continued, his eye kindfiilg, 
‘his form dilating. “This scheme once successful, this 
feat that should supply^ me for life, once performed, 
Caesar Basterga of Padua will know how to add, to 
those laurels which he has already gained, 

The bays of Scala and the wreath of More^ 

Erasmus* palm and that which Lipsius w^e." 

‘And in a kind of frenzy of enthusiasjg the scholar fell to 
pacing the floor, now mouthing hexamete r^ jy w spurn- 
ing wUh his foot a pot or an alembic whiclHiad the ill- 
luck to lie in his path. Grio watched him, and watching 
him, grew only^ more puzzled — and more puzzled. He 
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could have understood, a mor|l shrinking tro|(i%[ie enter- 
prise Oft which tltey were embarked — tlje betrayal 

of tl|p city that gave them shelter. He tould 4iave 
und^tood— he had superstition enough — a mftral diS- 
taste fcv alghemy and those practices of the b^ck art 
which his mind connected with it. But this superiorfty 
of the scholar, this aloofness, not from the treacheiy^but 
from the handicraft, was beyond Wm. For that re 9 .son 
it imposed on him the more^ 

Not the less, however, wa^ he impottunate to know 
wherein Basterga trusted. To rave of Scholarship artd 
Scaliger was one thing, to bring Blondet*into the plot 
which was to transfer Geneva to Savoy and strike the 
heaviest ^low at the Reformed that had been struck 
in that generation, was another tifing and one i^mote. 
The Syndic was a trifle discontented and inclined to in- 
trigue ; that was true, Grio knew it. But to parley with 
the Grand Duke’s emissaries, and strive to get and give 
not, that was one thing ; while to betray the town and 
deliver it tied and bound into the hands of its arch- 
enemy, was another and a far more weighty matter. 
One, too, to which in Grio’s judgment — and in the dark 
kses of life he h^d seen and weighed many men — the* 
magistrate would never be brought. • 

“ Shall you need my aid with him ? ” he asked after a* 
•^While, seeing the scholar still wrapt in thought. The 
question was not lacking in cr*ft. 

“ Your aid ? With whom ? " 

“ With h|psser Blondel.” 

“Pshaw, man,” Basterga answered, rousing himself 
from his reverie. “ I had forgotten him and was thiifk- 
ing of tl^villain Scioppius and his tract against Joseph 
Justus. T^o you know,” he continueci with a,snort of 
indignation, “that in his HyperbolintauSt not content 
with the statement that Joseph Justus left his laundress’s 
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V bill at I^iwain unpaid, alleges that I — I, Caesat 
Basterga oj radu^ — was br#>ken on the*whcel at Munstfii 
•a year ago tfor the murder of a gentleman ! ” ^ 

•Grio turned 9 , shade ^aler. “IS this business^mis- 
carry,” be said, “the statement may prove wjfthin^a year 
of*the mark. Or nearer, at any rate, than may please us.” 

I^terga smiled disdainfully. “ Think it” not I ” he 
answered, extending his arms and yawning with un- 
affected sincerity. “’There was never scholar yet died 
»on the wheel.” ‘ 

"No?” 

“No, friend^^no. Nor will, unless it be Scioppius, and 
he is unworthy of the name of scholar. No, we have 
our disease, and die of it, but it is not that. Nevertheless,” 
he coiyiinued with n/agnanimity, “ I will not deny that 
when Master Pert -Tongue downstairs put our names 
together so pat, it scared me. It scared me. For how 
many chances were there against such an accident ? Or 
what room to think it an accident, when he spoke clearly 
with the animus pugnandi ? No, I’ll not deny he touched* 
me home.” • 

Grio nodded grimly. “ I would we were rid of him 1 " 
"he growled. “The young viper! ^1 foresee danger 
fso^m him.” 

“Possibly,” Basterga replied. “Possibly. In that 
case measures must be taken. But I hope there may” 
be no necessity. And ».ow, I expect Messer Blondel in 
un hour, and have need, my friend, of thought and 
solitud^ before he comes. Knock at my d^or atdcight 
this evening and I may have news for you.” 

•“You don’t think to resolve him to-night?” Grio 
muttered with a look of incredulity. 

“ It n^ay be. f do not know. In the meantHfie silence, 
and keep sober I ” 

“Ay, ay!” 
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“ But it is nfbfe than ay, ay ! ” Bastergti ret^^ted with 
ifritation ; with something the tem^r, indeed, which 
he had betrayed at the beginning of th^ inte^iew. 
“ Scl^lars die other^v^ise, but many a broken so^ier has 
come to the wheel f So do you have a care of it ! If 
you do not 

“ I have*said I will ! ” Grio cried sharply. “ Enough 
scolding, master. I’ve a notion you’ll find your own 
task a little beyond your hand. S*ce if I am not»rig1it ! ” 
he added. And with this stiow of temf^er on his sidO;^ 
he went out and shut the doof loudly behind him. ^ 

Basterga stood a few7 moments in thought. At length. 


“ Dimidium facti, qui bene coepit, habet 1 


he muttered. And shrugging his, shoulders' he looked 
about him, judging with an artistic eye the effect which 
the room would have on a stranger. Apparently he 
was not perfectly content with it, for, stepping to one of 
the long trunks, he drew from it a gold chain, some 
«{nedals and a jewelled dagger, and flung these carelessly 
on a box in a cornqj’. He set up the alembics and 
pipkins which he had overturned, and here and there he 
■^ened a black-lettered folio, discovered an inch or twg 
of crabbed Hebretv, or the corner of an illuminated scsipt 
A cameo dropped in one place, a clay figure of Minerva 
set up in another, completecf the picture. 

His next proceeding was l(j^s intelligible. He un- 
earthed from the pile of duo-decimos on the window-se^t 
the steel casket which has been mentioned. It was 
about twelve inches long and as many wide * and as 
deep as it was broad. Wrought in high relief on the 
front appeared •n elaborate representation of Christ 
healing 'illp sick ; on each end, below a massive ring, 
appeared a similar design. The box had an ap’Jiearance 
of strength out of proportion to its size ; and Was 
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furmshed|M^jth ^wo locks, j)rotected ancl ^partly hidderi 
by tiny shf^lds. ^ 

B^tergaohandling it gently polished it awhile w^th a 
cteth, thfn bear^g it to €he inner end of the rooA he 
set it op a bracket beside the hearfh. Thig plj^pe was 
evidently made for it, for on either side of the bracket 
hung a steel chain and padlock ; with which, and the 
rings, the scholar proceeded to secure the casket to the 
wall. This done, he s'tepped back and contemplated the 
pirrangement with a smile of contemptuous amusement. 
.#“It is neither so large* as the Horse of Troy,” he 
murmured cofnplacently, “nor so small as the Wafer 
that purchased Paris. It is neither so deep as hell, nor 
50 high as heaven, nor so craftily fastened a ^ise man 
nay npt open it, nor f>o strong a fool may not smash it 
But it may suffice. Messer Blondel is no Solomon, and 
nay swallow this as well as another thing. In which 
vent, Ave atque vale, Geneva! But here he comes. 
Vnd now to cast the bait 1 ” 



CHAPTER V. 


THE ELIXIR Viy^E. 

As the Syndic crossed, the ^threshold* of the scholaP^ 
room, he uncovered with an air of condescension th%5 
do what he would, was not free from urieasiness. He 
had persuaded himself— he had been all the morning per- 
suading himself— that any man might pay a visit to a 
learned scholar — why not ? Moreover, that a m^istrate 
in paying such a visit was but in the performance of his 
duty, and might plume himself accordingly on the act. 

Yet two things like Worms in the bud would gnaw at 
his peace. The first was conscience : if the Syndic did 
**not know he had reason to suspect that Basterga bore 
the Grand Duke’s commission, and was in Geneva to 
fui|her his master’s ends. The second source of his 
•ftneasiness he di^ not acknowledge even to himself, and 
yet' it was the more powerful : it was a suspicioft-y-a 
strong suspicion, though he,had met. Basterga but twicS 
— that in parleying with the scholar he was dealing with 
a man for whom he was no match, puff himself out as 
he might ; and who secretly despised him. 

Rerhapaithe fact that the latter feeling ceased to vex 
him before he had been a minute in the room, was the best 
testimony to B^terga’s tact we could desire. Not that 
the sch^r was either effusive or abject It was rather by 
a franklmdress which took equality fo?granted,^nd by an 
easy assumption that the visit had no importance, that he 
calmed Messer Blondel’s nerves and soothed his pride. 
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Presen^, “!f I do not the honoui? of my pot 
apartment^so pi%ssingly 3 >s some,” hd said, “it® is oi 
c of np lack, of respect, Messer Syndic. But begaust 
having ^ad much expei<ence of visitors, I knoWotha 
nothing^ fits them so well as to be feft at liberty, noth 
ing irks them so much as to be over-pres|ed. Hen 
now I have some things that are thought to be curious 
even in Padua, but I do not know whether they will 
interesh' you.” 

“Manuscripts?” 

“ Yes, manuscripts and the like. This,” Basterga lifted 
OTe from the ’table and placed it in his visitor’s hands, 
“is a facsimile, prepared with the utmost care, of the 
Codex Vaticanus,’ the most ancient manuscrijpt of the 
New Testament. Of- interest in Geneva, where by the 
hands of your great printer, Stephens, M. de Beza has 
done so much to advance the knowledge of the sacred 
text. But you are looking at that chart?” 

“Yes. What is it, if it please you ? ” 

“It is a plan of the ancient city of Aurelia,” Bastei^a"^ 
replied, “which Csesar, in the first book of his Com- 
mentaries places in Switzerland, but whichy»some say, 
should be rather in Savoy.” i 

“indeed, Aurelia?” the Syndic muttered, turning it 
kbout. It was a plan beautifully and elaborately fin- 
ished, but, like most of the plans of that day, it was 
without names. “Aurelkx?” 

Yes, Aurelia.” 

“But I seem’to — is this water?” 

" Yes, a lake,’’ Basterga replied, stooping with a faint 
smile to the plan. 

“And this a river?” 

“Yes.”^ 

“Aurelia ? But — I seem to know the line of this wall, 
and these bastions.. Why, it is — Messer Basterga.’’ in a 
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tone of surprise, mot unmingled with anger — ‘Wou play 
with 1 it is Gepeva ! ” • * | 

. Basterga permitted his smite to become mor^ app^ent. 
“C5hJho, Aurelia,” Ije said lightly and almost jocosely. 
“Aui^lia in Savoy, •! assure you. Whatever it is, how- 
ever, wd ha\^ no need to take it to heart, Messer Slondel. 
Believe mej it comes from, and is not on its way to, the 
Grand Duke’s library at Turin.” 

The Syndic showed his displeasure by putting^* the 
map from him. 

“Your taste is rathe? fo^ other things,” Basterga 
continued, affecting to*misunderstand the- act. “This 
illuminated manuscript, now, may interest you? It is 
in characters which are probably strange to you?” 

" Is it Hebrew ? ” the ^ndic piuttered stiffly, his 
temper still asserting itself. 

“No, it is in the ancient Arabic character; that into 
which the works of Aristotle were translated as far back 
as the ninth century of our era. It is a curious treatise 
^jy the Arabic sage, I bn Jasher, who w'as the teacher of 
Ion Zohr, who was tl^ teacher of Averroes. It was 
carried from Spain to Rome about the year looo by the 
learned Pope Sylvester the Secc^nd, who spoke Arabic 
and of whose librafy it formed part.” • 

“ Indeed I ” Blondel responded, staring at it. “ It must 
J?e of great value. How came it into your possession, 
Messer Basterga?” 

Basterga opened his mouth and shut it again. “ I do 
not think I ^n tell you that,” he said. 

“ It*contams, I suppose, many curious things ? ”* 

“Curious?” Basterga replied impulsively, “I should 

say so I Why, it #hs in that volume I found ” And 

there in ^m^rent confusion he broke o^. He laughed 
awkwardly, and then, “Well, you know,” he resumed, 
“we students find many things interest us which would 
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fail to touch the man of affairs As* i6 he wished tc 
change tte subj&ct, he tc^k the maijuscript fipm t8€ 
Syndic’s nand and threw fe carelessly on the table, 
c Messe^ felondel thought the carelessness oveftlone; 
and, his interest' aroused, he followed the manuscrijit, he 
scarcely knew why, with his eyes. “I tSink*^! have 
heard the name of Averroes?” he said. “Was he not 
a physician ? ” 

“ He was many things,” Basterga answered negligently, 

“ As a physiciki\ he was, I ‘believe, rather visionary than 
practical. I have his CMiget, his most famous work 
In that line, but for my part, in Che case of an ordinary 
disease, I woiild rather trust myself,” with a shrug of 
contempt, “to the Grand Duke’s physician,” 

“But in the case of an extraordinary disease?” the 
Syndic asked shrewdly. 

Basterga frowned. “ I meant in any disease," he said. 

“ Did I say extraordinary ? ” 

“Yes,” Messer Blondel answered stoutly. The frown 
had not escaped him. “But I take it, you are somer, 
thing of a physician yourself?”^ 

“ I have studied in the school of Fallopius, the chir- 
urgeon of Padua,” the scholar answered coldly. “ But^I 
are a scholar, Messer Blondel, not a physician, much less 
a practitioner of the ancillary art, which I take to be but 
a base and mechanical handicraft.” o 

“ Yet, chemistry — ^you pursue that ? ” the other rejoined 
jtrith a glance at the farther table and its load of strange- 
looking phials and retorts, „ 

"As*an amusement," Bastet^a replied with a gesture 
oC haughty deprecation. ‘‘A parergon, if you please. I 
take it, a man may dip into the tdjtotical writings of 
Paracelsus without prejudice to his Latinit]gpBnd into 
the cabhlistic lore of the school of Cordova without ioa* 
hg his taste for the pure oratory of the Immortal Ckera 
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yirgil himself, jif, we msi^ believe Helin^ndus, gave the 
w|ight of his great name to sijch sports* And/tornelius 

Agripp^, my learned forerunuhr in Geneva 

“\^nt something farther than that!” fhe S/ndip 
strucl^ in with a meaning nod, twice repeated. It was 
whisperi^d, a»d more than whispered — I had it frSm my 
father — thaj he raised the devil here, Messer Blondel ; 
the very same that at Louvain strangled one of Agripfia’s 
scholars who broke in on him before be could sink tlymigh 
the floor.” « » 

Basterga’s face took on an expression of supreme scorn, 

“ Idle tales ! ” he said. * “ Fit only for women 1 Surely"'* 
you do not believe them, Messer Blondel 
" I ? ” 

Yes, y8u, Messer Syndic.” 

“ But this, at any rate, you’ll not deny,” Blondel retorted 
eagerly, “that he discovered the Philosopher’s Stone?” 

“ And lived poor, and died no richer ? ” Basterga re- 
joined in a tone of increasing scorn. 

“ Well, for the matter of that,” the Syndic answered 
ntore slowly, “ that may be explained.” 

“How?” 

“ They say, and you must ha\;e heard it, that the gold 
he- made in that way turned in tKree days to egg-shells 
and parings of horn.” ’ 

“Yet having it three days,’< Basterga ashed mda a 
sfteer, “ might he not buy a\\ Vve -wanted?” 

“Well, I can only say that father, who saw him 
more than once in the street, always told me — and I do 
not know an)%>ne who should have knowm better—* — 

" Pshaw, Messer Blondel, you amaze me I ” the schola( 
struck in, rising fro^^is scat and adopting a tone at once 
contemptu^s and dictatorial. “ Do }'oi^not know,” he 
continued, ^hat the Philosopher’s Stone was and Is but 
a figure of speech, which stands as some say for the 
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perfect e|.ement in nature, or al other$fs^y for the vits 
principle-^that i^ivifying power which evades and e^ 

. mus^ evade the search of rften ? Do you not know the 
lihe sages whose specul%tions took that direction? wer 
endangered by Accusations of witchcraft ; and thatdt wa 
to evade these and to give their researches soch an aspec 
as would command the confidence of the vulgar, that the^ 
gave out that they were seeking either the Philosopher’ 
Stdht^ which would make all men rich, or the Elixir Vitae 
which would fcopfer immojtality. Believe me, they wen 
.themselves no slaves to these expressions ; nor were th< 
initiated among their followers.^- But as time went on 
tyros, tempted by sounds, and caught by theories of trans 
mutation, began to interpret them literally, an^, straying 
aside, spent their l^ves in the vain pursuit of wealth 01 
youtli. Poor fools ! ” 

Messer Blondel stared. Had Basterga, assailing him 
from a different side, broached the precise story to whichj 
in the case of Agrippa or Albertus Magnus, the Syndic 
was prepared to give credence, he had certainly received 
the overture with suspicion if not with contempt. l 4 e 
had certainly been very far from staking good florins upon 
it. But when the experimenter in the midst of the 
apparatus of science, and surround<?d by things which 
imposed on the vulgar, denied their value, and laughed 
at the legends of wealth and strength obtained by th^ir 
means — this fact of itself went very far towards convincing 
him that Basterga had made a discovery and was keeping 
it back. 

The vital principle, the essential eleiftent, tKe final 
;ood, these were fine phrases, though they had a pagan 
•ing. But men, the Syndic argued, not spend money, 
ind, read muck and live laborious days, n^ ^j i p ly to coin 
>hrases. Men did not surround themselves with costly 
ipparatus only to prove a theory that had no practical 
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value. "He has "discovered something,”* Bloij^el con- 
clikied it) his mind] " if it be n^t the Phflosoph'^s Stone 
or the Elixir of Life. I am sule he has discovered some- 
thing.? And with §yes growrb sharp and greedy, thtf 
magisfl-ate raked the-^oom. , 

The sihoIaV stood thoughtful where he had paused, 
and did not seem to notice him. , 

“ Then do you mean,” Blondel resumed after a while, 
" that all your work there ” — he indicated by a nod^the 
chemical half of the room — “ hcis been thrown away ? ” 

« Well ” 

“Not quite, I think ?'^ the Syndic said, his small eyes 
twinkling. " Eh, Messer Basterga, not quite ? Now be 
candid.” o 

“ Well, I would not say,” basterga answered coldly, 
and as it seemed unwillingly, “ that I have not derived 
something from the researches with which I have amused 
my leisure. But nothing of value to the general.” 

“ Yet something of value to yourself,” Blondel said, his 
head on one side. 

Basterga frowned, then shrugged his shoulders. “Well, 
yes,” he said at length, “as it happens, I have. But a 

thing of no use to aiy^ one else, for the simple reason ” 

• “That you have only enough for yourself!” 

The scholar looked astonished and a little offended. 

• “ I do not know how you learned that,” he said curtly, 
“but you are right. I had no iijtention of telling you 
as much, but, as you have guessed that, I do not mind 
adding;that if|is a remedy for a disease which the^most 
learned physicians do not pretend to cure.” 

“ A remedy ? ” 

“ Yes, vital and <jwain.” 

“ And yllfcdiscovered it ? ” , 

" No, I did not discover it,” Basterga replied modestly. 
“ But the story is so long that I will ask you to excuse me.’ 

5 
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^‘I shaU not ‘excuse you if you do ndt •favour me with 
it," the Syndic answered e^erly. As the leaned^ forward 
thei^ was a light in his eyes that had not been in them 
S. few ^inutes^ before, c His hanfi, too, shook ^s he 
move<^ It from the arm of his chair ico his knee. Nay, 
tfut, I pray you, indulge me,” he continued, Jh a tone 
anxious and almost submissive. " I shall "not betray 
your secrets. I am no philosopher, and no physician, 
ancJj'Siad I the will, I could make no use of your 
confidence.” * 

. “ That is true,” Baster§a replied. “ And, after all, the 
matter is simple. I do not kn6w why I should refuse 
to oblige you. I have said that I did not discover this 
remedy. That is so. But it happened tha%. in trying, 
by way of amusement, cerftiin precipitations,. I obtained 
not tnat which I sought — nor had I expected,” he con- 
tinued, smiling, “ to obtain that, for it was the Elixir of 
Life, which, as I have told you, does not exist — but a 
substance new in my experience, and which seemed to 
me to possess some peculiar properties. I tested it, in 
all the ways known to me, but without benefit or en- 
lightenment ; and in the end I was about to cast it aside, 
when I chanced on a ,pa‘fesage in the^ manuscript of Ibn 
JTasher — the same, in fact, that I showed you a few 
minutes ago.” ^ 

“ And you found ? ” The Syndic’s attitude as he 
leaned forward, with ^parted lips and a hand on each 
knee, betrayed an interest so abnormal that it was odd 
that Basterga did not notice it. , 

Instead, “ I found that he had made, the scholar 
replied quietly, “as far back as the tenth century the 
same experiment which I had ju^ completed. And 
with fhe same^ result.” 

“ He obtained the substance ? ” 

Basterga nodded. 
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“And disccfvdred? What?" Blondd! ask|d eagerly, 
‘•its use ? ” 

“A certain use,” the other replied cautiously. ^“Or,- 
rath^r, it was not h«, but an associate, called b}j him the 
PhyiScian of Aleppb, who discovered it. This r^an was 
the pu^il ol" the learned Rhazes, and the tutor of <he 
dually l&rned Avicenna, the link, in fact, between 
them ; but his name, for some reason, perhaps because 
he mixed with his practice a greater degree of'lmysti- 
cism than was approved by *the Arabian schools of the# 
next generation, has not come down to us. This ma/? 
identified the producf which had defied I bn Jasher’s 
tests with a substance even then considered by most 
to be fabulous, or to be extracted only from the horn of ‘ 
the unicorn if that animal e:ftisted. . That it had some of 
the properties of the fabled substance, he proceeded to 
prove to the satisfaction of I bn Jasher by curing of a 
certain incurable disease five persons.” 

“ No more than five ? ” 

“ No.” 

“Why?” 

“ The substance was exhausted.” 

Blonde! gasped^ “ Why did he not make more ? ” he' 
cried. His voice was querulous, almost savage. 

“The experiment,” Baste^a answered, “of which it 
was the product was costly.” 

Blondel’s face turned purple^ “Costly?” he cried. 

“ Costly ? When the lives of men hung in the balance.” 

“ T^rue,” ^asterga replied with a smile ; “ bu^ I was 
about to say that, costly as it was, it was not its price 
which hindered the production of a further supply. The 
reason was more ^mple. He could not extract it.” 

“ Coui<||||pt ? But he had made it oifce ? " 

“ Precisely.” 

“ Then why could he not make it again ? ” the Syndic 

5 
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asked. He w3s genuinely, honestly *aftgry. It 
strange hew mucK he too the matter to hearh 

“ Ije could not,” Basterga answered. “ He repeated 
tKe process agap and again, but the peculiar product, 
which at the first trial had resulted fro*m the jjrecipitation, 
was not obtained.” 

“•There was something lacking ! ” 

“ There was something lacking,” Basterga answered. 
“ But what th^t was which was lacking, or how it had 
entered into the alembic in the first instance, could not 
Jie discovered. The sage fried the experiment under all 
known conditions, and particularly when the moon was 
in the same quarter and when the sun was in the same 
house. He tried it, indeed, thrice on the corresponding 
day of^the year, but-«-the p/bduct did not issue.” 

“ How do you account for that ? ” 

“ Probably, in the first instance, an impurity in one of 
the drugs introduced a foreign substance into the alembic. 
That chance never occurred again, as far as I can learn, 
until, amusing myself with the same precipitation, I — Jt, 
Caesar Basterga of Padua,” the* scholar continued, not 
boastfully but in a tone thoughtful and almost absent, 
“ in the last year of th« last century, jjit at length upon 
the same result.” 

The Syndic leaned forjvard ; his hands gripped his 
knees more tightly. “And you,” he said, “can repeaft 
it?” € 

Basterga shook his head sorrowfully. “No,” he said, 
“ I capnot. Not that I have myself essay^ the experi- 
ment more than thrice. I could not afford it. But a 
correspondent, M. de Laurens, of Paris, physician to the 
King, has, at the expense of a vv^thy patient, spent 
more tfian fiftedh thousand florins in essays .<<l5IIVIas, with- 
out result.” * 

The big man spoke with his eyes on the floor. Had 
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<he turned thdn’on the Syndic he must havf seen that 
He was*greatly agitated. B^ds of mofeture stood on his 
brow, his face was red, he swallowed often and^with# 
diffi«ulty. At leijgth, with* an effort at cmnposure, 

“ Possibly your product — is not, after all, the game as 
I bn J^hpr^?” he said. 

"I tested it in the same way,” Basterga answered 
quietly. 

, “What? By curing persons of*that disease?”"'^' 

“ Yes,” Basterga rejoined. * “ And I would to Heaven,”, 
he continued, with the first s^irt of feeling which he hafi 
allowed to escape him^ “ that I had held my hand after 
the first proof. Instead, I must needs try it again and 
again, and again.” 

“ For nothing ? ” ^ 

Basterga shrugged his shoulders. “ No,” he said, “ not 
for nothing.” By a gesture he indicated the objects 
about him. “ I am not a poor man now, Messer Blondel. 
Not for nothing, but too cheaply. And so often that I 
•have now remaining but one portion of that substance 
which all the science* of Padua cannot renew. One 
portion, only, alas!” he repeated with regret. 

“ Enough to cqi'e one person ?^’ the Syndic exclaimed. 

“ Yes.” 

“ And the disease ? ” Blondel rose as he spoke. “ The' 
disease ? ” he repeated. He extended his trembling arms 
to the other. No longer, eve|i if he wished it, could 
Basterga feign himself blind to the agitation which 
shoqjc, wh^h almost convulsed, the Syndic’s jneagre 
frame. “ The disease ? Is it not that which men call the 
Scholar’s ? Is it that ? But I know it is.” 

Basterga with^omething of astonishment in his face 
inclinei^^KB head. 

“•And I have that disease! H” the Syndic cried, 
standing before him a piteous figure. He raised his 
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•hands above his®head in a gesture which' c'hallenged th^ 

compassion* of go5s and m^g. " I ! Itf two yeaft ’ 

•His vpice failed, he could not go on. ^ 

Belieye me, Messer Bl<ftidel,” Basterga answered after 
a long »and sorrowful pause, “ I am* grieve^. Deeply 
grieved,” he continued in a tone of feeling, “ to^hear this. 
Do the physicians give no hope ? ” 

“ Sons of the Horse- Leech ! ” the Syndic cried, a new 
passic^ shaking him m its turn. “They give me two 
years! Two years I And it q;iay be less. Less!” he 
. eyed, raising his voice. “ I, who go to and fro here and 
there, like other men with no mark upon me ! I, who 
walk the streets in sunshine and rain like other men I 
'Yet, for them the sky is bright, and they have*years to 
live. For me, one more sumifier, and — night I Two more 
years at the most — and night I And I, but fifty-eight I ” 
The big man looked at him with eyes of compassion. 

“ It may be,” he said, after a pause, “ that the physicians 
are wrong, Messer Blondel. I have known such a case.” 

“ They are, they shall be wrong 1 ” Blondel replied;''’ 
“ For you will give me your remedy I It was God led 
me here to-day, it was God put it in your heart to tell 
me this. You will give .me your remed^'^ and I shall live ! 
Y^JU will, will you not ? Man, you can pity 1 ” And 
joining his hands he made^as if he would kneel at the 
other’s feet. “ You can pity, and you will?” '' 

“Alas, alas,” Basterg.'\ replied, much and strongly 
moved. “ I cannot.” 

“ Cagnot ? ” 

“ Cannot.” 

The Syndic glared at him. “ Why^he cried. “ Why 

not ? If I give you ” 

“ If ypu were to give me the half of 
Basterga answered solemnly, “ it were useless ! I myself 
have the first symptoms of the disease.” 
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'‘Yes,*I” 

The Syndic fell back in ffis chair. A groan broke 
from fkim that bore fitness at cnce to the bitterness of 
his soSl and the finality of the argument.* He seamed in 
a moment^hrunk to half his size. In a moment disease 
and the shadow of death clouded his features ; his cheeks 
were leaden ; his eyes, without light or understanding, 
conveyed no meaning to his braih. “You, tooi”” he 
muttered mechanically. “ Y du, too ! ” 

“ Yes,” Basterga replied in ^ sorrowful voice. “ I, too. 
No wonder I feel for J^ou. I have not known it long, 
nor has it proceeded far in my case. I hSve even hopes, 
at least there are times when I have hopes, that the 
physicians may be mistakert.” 

Blondel’s small eyes bulged suddenly larger. “In that 
event?” he cried hoarsely. “In that event surely ” 

“ Even in that event I cannot aid you,” the big man 
answered, spreading out his hands. “ I am pledged by 
fc|p.e most solemn oath to retain the one portion I have 
for the use of the Graijd Duke, my patron. And apart 
from that oath, the benefits I have received at his hand 
are such as to give him a daip second only to my 
necessity. A claim, Messer Blondel, which — I say it 
sorrowfully — I dare not set aside for any private feeling 
t)r private gain,” 

Blondel rose violently, his ^hands clawing the air. 
“ And I must die ? ” he cried, his voice thick with rage. “ I^ 

must/iie bemuse he may be ill ? Because — because ” 

He stopped, struggling with himself, unable, it kerned, 
to articulate. By-and-by it became apparent that Jihe 
pause had anoth^^rigin, for when he spoke he had con- 
quered ^iUlpassion. “ Pardon me,” he said, still ^oarsely, 
but in a different tone — the tone of one who saw that 
violence could not help him. “ I was forgetting myself. 
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Life — life is sweet to all, Messer Basterga? and we canrj|^t 
lightly see it pas& from usit To have life within iSsight, to 

know it within this room, ^rhaps within reach 

“ flot quite that,” Bastarga murmqred, his eyes wander- 
ing to feie steel casket, chained to the wall bcsifle the 
hearthr “ Still, I understand ; and, believg/me,” he 
ad^ed in a tone of sympathy, “ I feel for you, Messer 
Blondel. I feel deeply for you.” 

“Peel?” the Syndic muttered. For an instant his 
eyes gleamed Savagely, thd veins of his temples swelled. 
“Feel!” 

“ But what can I do ? ” 

Blondel could have answered, but to what advantage ? 
What could words profit him, seeing that it wa« a life for 
a life, and that, as alj, that a«man hath he will give for his 
life, so' there is nothing another hath that he will take 
for it. Argument was useless ; prayer, in view of the 
other’s confession, beside the mark. The magistrate saw 
this, and made an effort to resume his dignity. “We 
will talk another day,” he murmured, pressing his hand tp 
his brow, “ another day!” And „he turned to the door. 

“ You will not mention what I have said to you, Messer 
Basterga?” „ ' ^ 

“ Not a syllable,” his host answered, as he followed him • 
: out. The abruptness of the departure did not surprise 
him. “ Believe me, I feel for you, Messer Blondel.” 

The Syndic acknowledged the phrase by a gesture not 
without pathos, and, passing out, stumbled blindly down 
*the narrow stairs. Basterga attended him^ith rgspect 
to the outer door, and there they parted in silence. The 
magistrate, his shoulders bowed, walked slowly to the 
left, where, turning into the town thfl%h the inner gate, 
the Por^e Tertasse, he disappeared. The big4|g^ waited 
a while, sunning himself on the steps, his face towards the 
ramparts. 
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“ He I will cSrrfe back, oh, yes, he will •come back,” he 
purred,lsmiling a41 over hisjprge face? “For I, Caesar 
Bast^rga, have a brain. And 'tis better a brain than, 
thews and sinews, gold or lands, seeing that it has all 
these* conjmand when I need them. Tfie fish ii Jiooked. 
It will WLstrange if I do not land him before the yeaifis 
out. But the bribe to his physician — it was a h£g)py 
thought : a happy thought of this brain of Caesar Basterga, 
graduate of Padua, z/m periti, doctissimique !' 



CHAPTER VI. 


TO TAKE OR LEAVE. 

fTHE house in the Corraterie, near the Porte Tertasse, 
differed in no outward respect from its neighbours. The 
same row of chestnut trees darkened its lower windows, 
the same breezy view of the Rhone meadows, the sloping 
* vineyards and the far-off Jura lightened its upper rooms. 
A kindred life, a life appaftntly as quiet and demure, 
moved ' within its walls. Yet was the house a house 
apart. Silently and secretly, it had absorbed and sucked 
and drawn into itself the hearts and souls and minds of 
two men. It held for the one that which the old prize 
above all things in the world — life ; and for the othejf 
that which the young set above life— love. 

“ Life ? The Syndic did not doubt ; the bait had been 
dangled before his eyes .with too much funning, too much 
sjfill. In a casket, in a room in that house in the Corra- 
terie, his life lay hidden ; h|^ life, and he could not come 
at it ! His life ? Was it a marvel that waking or sleep-* 
ing he saw only that hpuse, and that room, and that 
fccasket chained to the wall ; that he saw at one time the 
four '?teps rising to the door, and the placid jfont with its 
three tiers of windows ; at another time, the room itself 
witii its litter of scripts and dark-bound books, and rich 
furnishings, and phials and jars ana%trangely shaped 
alembice ? Was'lt a marvel that in the dr«Q^ of the 
night the sick man toiled up and up and up the narrow 
staircase, of which every point remained fixed in his 
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mind ; of that v^aRing, whatever his tasl^ 6r wherever he 
might be, alone oi*in company, in his parlour or in the 
Town ^ouse, he still fell a-dreaming of the room and 
the boK — the room aijd the box that held his life ? 

Had ^is ^jeen the worst ! But it was not. * ^here 
were tim«i^bitter times, dark hours, when the pains wer% 
upon him, and he saw his fate clear before him ; for ^e 
had known men die of the disease which held him in its 
clutches, and he knew how they had* died. ^And then he 
must needs lock himself into nis room that other eyes 
might not witness the j)assionate fits of revolt, of rage 
and horror, and weak weeping, into which the knowledge 
cast him. And out of which he presently came back 
to — the hattse. His life lay there, in that room, in that 
house, and he could not come*at it ! • He could not come 
at it 1 But he would ! He would ! * 

It issued in that always ; in some plan or scheme for 
gaining possession of the philtre. Some of the plans that 
occurred to him were wild and desperate; dangerous and 
hopeless on the face of them. Others were merely vio- 
lent ; others again, of which craft was the mainspring, held 
out a prospect of success. For a whole day the notion of 
arresting Basterg^ on a charge ©f treason, and seizing 
’ the steel casket together with his papers, was uppermost 
It seemed feasible, and was feasible ; nay, it was more 
^an feasible, it was easy ; for already there were rumours 
of the man abroad, and his nam§ had been mentioned at 
the council table. The Syndic had only to give the word, 
and the arre|^ would be made, the search institut ed, th^ 
papers and casket seized. Nay, if he did not give the 
word, it was possible that others might. • 

But when he thwght of that step, that irrevocable step, 
he he would not have the ccAirage to Aake it. 

For jP B^erga had so much as two minutes’ notice, if 
“his ear so much as caught the tread of those who came to 



76 


ti4e long nigIit 

II ^ ♦ ' 

take him, he might, in pure malignity, ^($ur the hedicifle 
on the floor, or^he might^so hide it®as to defy search. 
And at the thought — at the thought of the destruction of 
that^ wherein lay his only chance of„ life, his only hope of 
seeing^ (he sun*^ and feeling again the baljpy ^eath of 
sf)ring, the Syndic trembled and shook and seated with 
rage and fear. No, he would not have the courage. He 
would not dare. For a week and more after the thought 
occurred to him, he* dared not approach the scholar’s 
lodging, or be seen in the neighbourhood, so great was 
his fear of arousing Bastefga’s suspicions and setting him 
on his guard. * 

At the end of a fortnight or so, the choice of ways was 
presented to him in a concrete form ; and withtan abrupt- 
ness which placed ,him oit the edge of perplexity. It 
was af a morning meeting of the smaller council. The 
day was dull, the chamber warm, the business to be 
transacted monotonous ; and Blondel, far from well and 
interested in one thing only — beside which the most im- 
portant affairs of Geneva seemed small as the doings ,®f 
an ant-hill viewed through a gla«s — had fallen asleep, or 
nearly asleep. Naturally a restless and wakeful man, of 
thin habit and nervou% tdmperament,^e had never done 
^uch a thing before; and it was unfortunate that he ’ 
succumbed on this occasion, for while he drowsed the 
current of business changed. The debate grew seriouS, 
even .vital. Finally he^woke to the knowledge of place 
and time with a name ringing in his ears ; a name so 
, 41x^4 Jn his waking thoughts that, before h# knew.where 
he was or what he was doing, he repeated it in a tone 
that drew all eyes upon him. 

“ Basterga ! ” 

Some knew he had slept and smiled ; ^asg^ad not 
noticed it, and turned, struck by the strange tqpe in 
which he echoed the name. Fabri, the Fitst Syndic, 
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wbo sat two plafbeS from him, and had just taken a letter 
from the secretary, leaned fcjjwrard so ^s to view him. 

“ Ay, Basterga,” he said, “ an Italian, I take it. Do you 
know him, Messer B|,ondel ? ” * 

He awj^ke now, but, confused and Partied, ^tjclined 

to believ^hat he was on his trial ; and that the faiflt 
parleyings with treason, small things hard to define^ to 
which he had stooped, were known. Mechanically, to 
gain time, he repeated the name : ‘^Basterga ? ” 

“ Yes,” Fabri repeated. “ iJo you know him ? ” 

“ Caesar Basterga, is it * 

" That is his name.” * 

He was himself now, though his nerves still shook ; 
himself so* far as he could be, while ignorant of what 
had passed, and how he canrfc to b^ challenged. “Yes, 

I know him,” he said slowly, “ if you mean a Papuan, a 
scholar of some note, I believe. Who applied to me — 

I dare say it would be six weeks back — for a licence to 
stay a while in the town.” 

•«“ Which you granted ? ” 

“ In the usual course.* He had letters from ” — Blondel 
shrugged his shoulders — “ I forget from whom. What of 
him ? ” with a steady look at TJg^dichon the councillor, 
his life-long rival, and the quarter whence if trouble we^e 
brewing it was to be expected. “ What of him ? ” he ■ 
Repeated, throwing himself back in his chair, and tapping 
the table with his fingers. ^ 

“This,” Fabri answered, waving the letter which he^ 
had ip his h^ds. , 

“ But I do not know what that is,” Blondel replies' 
coolly. “ I ani afraid ” — he looked at his neighboutw on 
either side — “ wa0T asleep ? ” 

“ I feappi^ said one, while the othw: smiled.# They 
wer^i^very good friends and allies. 

“Well, it is not like me. I can say that I am not 
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often,” with a keen look at Baudichon,«“ taught ||iapping ! 
And now, M. Fdbri,” he continued with his usuaP practical 
air, “I have delayed the ’'business long enough. What 
is if? And what is that?” He pointed to the letter in 
the Firftt Syndic’s hands. f 

* “ \^ell, it is really your affair in the'm?45i,” Fabri 
at^wered, “ since as Fourth Syndic you are responsible 
for the guard and the cit 5 r’s safety ; and ours afterwards. 
It is a warning,” he'^continued, his eyes reverting to the 
page before feiim, “ from o6r secret agent in Turin, whose 
name I need not mention ” — ^Blondel nodded — “ inform- 
ing us of a fresh attempt to be fhade on the city before 
Christmas ; by means of rafts formed of hurdles and 
capable of transporting whole companies ^f soldiers. 
These he has seen tried iv the River Po, and they per- 
formell the work. Having reached the walls by their 
means the assailants are to mount by ladders which are 
being made to fit into one another. They are covered 
with black cloth, and can be laid against the wall 
without noise. It sounds — circumstantial?” Fabri coip- 
raented, breaking off and looking at Blondel. 

The Syndic nodded thoughtfully. “Yes,” he said, 

“ I think so. I think also,” he continued, “ that with 

I 0 -' ' 

the aid of my friend, Captain Blandano, I shall be able , 
^o give a good account of the rafts and the ladders.” 

Baudichon the councillor interposed. “ But that is nd)t 
all,” he muttered, rolling ponderously in his chair as hen. 
spoke. ■ He was a stout man with a double chin and a 
weighty manner ; honest, but slow, and the^spokemans of 
'fte more wealthy burghers. His neighbour I’etitot, a man 
of singular appearance, lean, with a long thin drooping 
nose, commonly supported him. ffllbitot, who bore the 
nickname of “tfee Inquisitor,” represented t]M|^enerable 
Company of Pastors, and was viewed with es^feic^l dis- 
taste by the turbulent spirits whom the war had Kft in 
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tjje citj, as as by the" lower ranks, who upheld 
Blondeli In sense and vigour the Fcfcrth Syndic was 
more than a match for the t^o precisians : but honesty 
of purpose has a weight of its own that slowly niakes 
itself l^lt. “That is not all,” Baudichoft repeal^ after 
a glance^t Jiis neighbour and ally Petitot, “ I want to 
know 

“One moment, M. Baudichon, if you please,” Fabri 
said, cutting him short, amid a partial titter ; the phrase 
“ I want to know ” was so often on the councillor’s lips 
that it had become ridicuTous* “ One moment ; as you 
say, that is not all. The writer proceeds to warn us that 
the Grand Duke’s lieutenant, M. d’Albi^ny, has taken 
a house og the Italian side of the frontier, and is there 
constructing a huge petard *00 wheels which is to be 
dragged up to the gate ” 

“ With the ladders and rafts ? ” 

“ They seem to belong to another scheme,” Fabri said, 
as he turned back and conned the letter afresh. 

, “ With M. d’Albigny at the bottom of both ? ” 

’“Yes.” 

“ Well, if he be not more successful with this,” Blondel 
answered contemptuously, “ than he was with the attempt 
to mine the Arsei?al — which ended in supplying us with 
two or three casks of powder — I think Captain Blandano 
Imd I may deal with him." 

A murmur of assent approved the boast ; but it did not 
proceed from all. There were men at the table who 
had children^ who had wives, who had daughters, whose 
faces were grave. Just thirty years had passed ov^ne 
world since the horrors of the massacre of St. Bartho- 
lomew— to be sp9^ily followed by the sack of Antwerp 
— had Pgi^yLthe cheek of Europe. Just thirty years 
weret^lapse and the sack of Magdeburg was to prove 
a irfpch and more than a match for both in horror and 



crtfeity.- THat^iithe PapistsJ^if they entered, woidd dhal 
' indre gently witlr Geneva, jj^e'head and front of offence. 
Of extend to the Mother of Heretics mercy which th^ had 
refill to her children, these men did not believe. , The 
: preser^' of an %nemy ever lurking within a lea^e of 
tMfeir gate&, ever threatening them by night andf by day, 
ha<4. shaken their nerves. They feared everything, they 
feared always. In fitful sleep, in the small hours, they 
heard their doors snfashed in : their dreams were dis- 
turbed by cries and shriek§, b^ the din of bells, and the 
clash of weapons. " 

To these meii Blondel seemed <fver confident But ho 
one took on liimself to gainsay him in his particular 
province, the superintendence of the guard ; and though 
Baudichon sighed aijd Petitot shook his head, the word 
was lett with him. “Is that all, Messer Fabri?” he 
asked. 

“Yes, if we lay it to heart.” 

“ But I want to know,” Baudichon struck in, puffing 
pompously, “what is to be done about — Basterga.” „o 

“Basterga? To be sure I was forgetting him,” Fabri 
inswered. “What is to be done? What do you say, 
Vlesser Blondel ? Wh-it *are we to about him ? ” 

* “ I will tell you if you will tell me what the point is 
ihat touches him. You fojget, Messer Syndic” — with a 
somewhat sickly smile — “ that I was asleep.” ® 

“The letter,” Fabri replied, returning to it, “touches 
liim seriously. It asserts that a person of that name is 
bfififwio the Grand Duke’s interest, that he i^in thejp:ret 
of these plots, and that we should do well to expel him, 
if We do not seize and imprison him.". 

“And you want to know ” 

“ I vkint to know,” Baudichon answer^jjyw^^i^ in jhU 
chair as was his habit when delivering himseln^;^ha:t 
vou know of biltti Messer plond^I" 
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Blond^el turnt^.rudely on him, perharfsio hide a slight 
ebb of colour from his cheeks. ^ “ What Pknow ? ” he said. 

“ Ay, ay.” 

“ N8 more than you know ! ” 

“ Petitot retorted in his dry, this voice , was 
you, Me.s?er •Blondel, not Messer Baudichon, who gate 
him permfssion to reside in the town.” ^ 

“ And I want to know,” Baudichon chimed in remorse- 
lessly, “ what credentials he had. That is what I want to 
know ! ” * 

“ Credentials ? Oh, sorifethkig formal ! I don’t know 
what,” Blondel replied widely. He looked to the secretary 
who sat at the foot of the table. “ Do y^u know ? ” he 
asked. ^ 

“ No, Messer Syndic,” the ipan replied. “ I remember 
that a licence was granted to him in* the name of^Caesar 
Basterga, graduate of Padua ; and doubtless — for licences 
to reside are not granted without such — he had letters, 
but I do not recall from whom. They would be returned 
to him with the licence.” 

And that is all,” Petitot said, his long nose drooping, 
his inquisitive eyes looking over his glasses, “that you 
know about him, Messer Bloiidel?” 

Did they know Anything, and,* if so, what did they 
know? Blondel hesitated. This persistence, this con- 
tinual harping on one point, bd^an to alarm him. But he 
carried it bravely. “ Do you mean as to his convictions ? ' 
he asked with a sneer. 

“No, I mean at all ! ” 

“ I ilant to ftnow,” Baudichon added — the parrot pn.ras( 
began to carry to Blondel’s ears the note of fate — “ wlja 
you know about h^.” 

This tim^a pause betrayed BlonjJel’s hesitation 
Shoul^^iri^aSnAt that he had been to Basterga’s lodging 
or (klfed he deny a fact that might imply an intimac 
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greater than he ^4^ acknowledged ? A faint perspiration 
rose on his brow* as he decided that he dare not. “ I 
know that he lives in a iSouse in the Corraterie,” he 
answered, “a house beside the Porte Tertasse, and? that 
he is ^?cholar-c-I believe of some “repute. I k^w so 
mtich,” he continued boldly, “ because he wr&te Jio*^ thank 
me^for the licence, and, by way of acknowledgment, 
invited me to visit his lodging to view a rare manuscript 
of the Scriptures, I did so, and remained a few minutes 
with him. That is all I krfow of him. I suppose,” with 
a grim look at Baudichohc andl' the Inquisitor, who had 
exchanged meaning glances, “ it is’ not alleged that I am 
in the plot with'^him ? Or that he has confided to me the 
c Grand Duke’s plans ? ” ^ 

Fabri laughed heartily at the notion, and the laugh, 
which tvas echoed by four-fifths of those at the table, 
cleared the air. Petitot, it is true, limited himself to a 
smile, and Baudichon shrugged his shoulders. But for the 
moment the challenge silenced them. The game passed 
:o Blondel’s hands, and his spirits rose. “ If M. Baudichon 
ivants to know more about him,” he said contemptuously, 

‘ I dare say that the information can be obtained.” 

“The point is,” Fabri answered, “ what are we to do?” 

“ As to — what ? ” * 

“ As to expelling him or seizing him.” 

“ Oh ! ” The exclamation fell from Blondel’s lip9 
before he could stay it. He saw what was coming, and .. 
the dilemma in which h^ was to be placed. 

“We have the letter before us,” the First Syndic 
Itefitihued, “ and apart from it, we know nothing fdr this 
pe^^on or against him.” He looked round the table and 
met assenting glances. “ I think, ther^ore, that it will be 
well tq leave it^^to Messer Blondel. H e is r esponsible 
for the safety of the city, and it should b^Sf^iiifVto say 
what is to be done.” 
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** Yes, yes,” Se'feral voices Agreed. “t%ave it to Messer* 
Blondel." 

" "^ou assent to that, Messer Baudichon ? ” 

“ I^uppose so,” tlje councillor muttered reluctantly. 

“ ^\ry gcjpd,” said Fabri. “ Then, Afesser !A^del^ it 
remains ‘with you to say what is to be done.” 

The Fourth Syndic hesitated, and with reason ;»had 
Baudichon, had the Inquisitor known the whole, they 
could hardly have placed him *in a tyore awkward 
dilemma. If he took t^ course that prudence in his» 
own interests dictated, and sfiielded Basterga, his action 
might lay him open to future criticism. If, on the other 
hand, he gave the word to expel or seize him, he broke 
at once and for ever with the man who held his last* 
chance of life in the hollow df his hand. 

And yet, if he dared adopt the latter cour^, if he 
dared give the word to seize, there was a chance, and a 
good chance, that he would find the remedium in the 
casket ; for with a little arrangement Basterga might be 
arrested out of doors, or be allured to a particular place 
and there be set upon. • But in that way lay risk ; a risk 
that chilled the current of the Syndic’s blood. There 
was the chance tlj^t the attenapU might fail ; the chance 
that Bas;terga might escape ; the chance that he might 
have the remedium about jiim — and destroy it; the 
chance that he might have hidden it. There were so 
' many chances, in a word, that ^he Syndic’s heart stood 
still as he enumerated them, and pictured the crash of 
his l^st hopg of life. ^ 

He could not face the risk. He could not. Though 
duty, though courage dictated the venture, craven fejfl-— 
fear for the loss the new-born hope that for a week 
had buoyqdi4li(p up— carried it. Hurrifedly at last, as if 
he that he might change his mind, he pronounced 
his aecision. 
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“ I doubt the ^fedom of Auching hinf,”^e said. “ To 
seize him if he Be guilty t^roclaims cair knowledge of 
'the plot ; it will be laid aside, and another, of whi^h we 
may ?iot be informed, will be hatche^d. But let hijpti be 
watchdi4,^nd it Vill be hard if with the kgowlei^e we 
have we cannot do something more than frustrate his 
sch^e.” 

After an interval of silence, “ Well,” Fabri said, draw- . 
ing a deep br^th and® looking round, “ I believe you are 
cTight. What do you say, jSesser Baudichon ? ” 

“ Messer Blondel knows ftie man,” Baudichon answered 
drily. “ He is, therefore, the best judge.” 

Blondel reddened. “ I see you are determined to lay 
* the responsibility on me,” he cried. • 

“The responsibility is on you already!” Petitot re- 
torted. •“‘You have decided. I trust it may turn out as 
you expect.” 

“ And as you do not expect ! ” 

“ No ; but you see ” — and again the Inquisitor looked 
over his glasses — “ you know the man, have been to hjs 
lodging, have conversed with him; and are the best judge 
what he is ! I have had naught to do with him. By the 
way,” he turned to Fabri,* “he is at ^6re Royaume’s, is 
hf not ? Is there not a Spaniard of the name of Grio 
lodging there?” 

Blondel did not answer and the secretary looked u^ 
from his register. “ An pld soldier, Messer Petitot ? ” he " 
rsaid. “ Yes, there is.” 

“ Perhaps you know him also, Messer Bl(^del ? \ 

“Yes, I know him. He served the State,” Blondel 
answered quietly. He had winked at more than one 
irregularity on the part of Grio, and afthe sound of the 
name hnger gave place to caution. sAso,” he 

continued, “ my eye upon him, as I smuThave %^pon 
Basterga. Will that satisfy you, Messer Petitot ? ” 
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The councillor leaned forward. “ FaciAlvam Genevam ! ”* 
he replied in a voice low ftd not quite steady. "Do, 
that,*keep Geneva safe — guard well our faith, our |vives 
and little ones — and I care not what you do ! ” ^ And he 
rose fA^m hiK seat. 

The Fourth Syndic did not answer. Those few words 
that in a moment raised the discussion from the low fevel 
of detail on which the Inquisitor opmmonly wasted him> 
self, and set it on the true pfene of patridtism — for with 
all his faults Petitot was a, patriot — silenced Blondef 
while they irritated and puzzled him. Why did the man 
assume such airs? Why talk as if he and he alone 
cared for Geneva? Why bear himself as if he and he, 
alone ha(f shed and was prepared to shed his blood for 
the State? Why, indeed? Blondbl snarled hi^ indig- 
nation, but made no other answer. 

A few minutes later, as he descended the stairs, he 
laughed at the momentary annoyance which he had felt 
What did it matter to him, a dying man, who had the 
better or who the worse, who posed, or who believed in 
the pose ? It was of tnoment indeed that his enemies 
had contrived to fix him with the responsibility of arrest- 
ing Basterga, or of leaving him St large : that they had 
contrived to connect him with the Paduan, and made 
Jiim accountable to an extent which did not please him 
for the man’s future behaviour. But yet again what did 
that matter — after all ? Of wliat moment was it — after 
all? He Was a dying man. Was anything of moment 
to him except the one thing which Basterga had it in 
his power to grant or to withhold, to give or to deny ? 

Nothing! Noting! 

He pondered on what had passed, and wondered if he 
had ^t dWihliBDlishly. Certainly he had let slip a 
grafKlfa unique opportunity of seizing the man and of 
snatching the remedium, He had put the chance from 
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'him at the risk <u future blame. No^ he 'was of two 
^minds about it Of two nS^nds : but of one mind only 
abou^ another thing. As he veered this way and tlfiat in 
his mind^now cursing his cowardice; and now thailking 
G<Ki that he had not taken the irrevocable st&p, 

Opportunity 

That work*st our thoughts into desires, desires 
To resolutions, c 
r 

fr 

•kindled in him a burning impatience to act If he did 
not act, if he were not going to ac^, if he were not going 
to take some sij,rer and safer step, he had been foolish 
and trebly foolish to let slip the opportunity that had 
"been his. *' 

But he would act.» For & fortnight he had abstained 
from viiiting Basterga, and had even absented himself 
from the neighbourhood of the house lest the scholar’s 
• suspicions should be wakened. But to what purpose if 
he were not going to act ? If he were not going to build 
on the ground so carefully prepared, to what end thi® 
wariness and this abstention ? ' 

Within an hour the Syndic, long so wary, had worked 
himself into a fever and, rather than, remain inactive, 
vHfU ripe for any step, however venturesome, provided it 
'' led to the remedium. had still the prudence to^ 

postpone action until night; but when darkness had 
fairly set in and the tell of St. Peter, inviting the 
'^•townsfolk to the evening preaching, had ceased to sound 
. — an indication that he would meet few i® the streets 
— he cloaked himself, and, issuing forth, bent his steps 
across the Bourg du Four in the direction of the 
Corrai^rie. 

Even now he Rad no plan in his min^^sBlst amid the 
medley of schemes that for a week had been hl^hing 
in his brain, he hoped to be guided by circumstances to 
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that one which ^ave surest promise (f ^success. Nor 
was his courage as deeply rotned as he fancied : the day 
had tald on his nerves ; he shivered in the breeze and 
startet at a sound.* Yet as often as, he pau^d or 
hesitated, th* words “ A dying man ! A dyin^ man 
rang in his ears and urged him on. 



CHAPTER VII. 


A SECOND TISSOT. 

Messer Blondel’s sagacity* in forbearing completely 
and for so long a period the neighbourhood of Basterga 
proved an unpleasant surprise to one man ; and that 
was the man most concerned. For a day or two the 
scholar lived in a fool’s paradise, and hugging himself 
on certain success, aliticipated with confidence the enter- 
tainment which he would derive from the antics of the 
fish as it played about the bait, now advancing and now 
retreating. He had formed a low opinion of the magis- 
trate’s astuteness, and forgetting that there is a cunning 
which is rudimentary and of the primitives, he entertainfefl 
for some time no misgiving. Blit when day after day 
passed by and still, thougl^more than a week had elapsed, 
Blondel did not appedlr, nor make ahy overture, when, 
A^atch he never so carefully in the dusk of the evening 
or at the quiet hours of the day, he caught no glimpse* 
of the Syndic’s lurking figure, he began to doubt. He, 
began to fear. He begaft to wait about the door himself 
‘in the hope of detecting the other: and a dozen times 
between dawn and dark he was on his feet%t the upper 
window, looking warily down, on the chance of seeing 
him^^^in the Corraterie. 

At Vst, slowly and against his will,^he fear that the 
fish would not bite began to take hoyiiMItm. Either 
the Syndic was honest, or he was patient as well ^ as 
cunning. In no other way could Basterga explain his 
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dupe’s inaction. And pres«tly, whefi Tie had almost 
brought himself to accept tlv former conclusion, on an 
evening something more than a week later, a thing 
happened that added sharpness to his anxiety. H^-was 
crossing the# bridge from the Quarter of St ^Ocrvajp, 
when a man cloaked to the eyes slipped from the shadow 
of the mills, a little before him, and with a slight 4 )ut 
unmistakable gesture of invitation proceeded in front of 
him without turning his head.^ » 

There was mist on the ^ce of the river that rushed in 
a cataract below ; a stgady rain was falling, and darkness 
itself was not far off. There were few abroad, and those 
were going their ways without looking behind them. 
A better tftne for a secret rendezvous could not be, and 
Messer Basterga’s heart leapt^up and his spirits rose as 
he followed the cloaked figure. At the end of thrf bridge 
the man turned leftwards on to a deserted wharf between 
two mills ; Basterga followed. Near the water’s edge 
the projecting upper floor of a granary promised shelter 
from the rain ; under this the stranger halted, and 
turning, lowered with a« brusque gesture his cloak from 

his face. Alas, the. eager “ Why, Messer Blondel ” 

that leapt to Bast^rga’s lips died on them. He stood 
speechless with disappointment, choking with chagrip. 
The stranger noted it and Ijiughed. 

“Well,” he said in French, his tone dry and sarcastic, 
“you do not seem overpleased to see me. Monsieur 
Basterga ! Nor am I surprised. Large promises have 
ever small fulfilments ! ” 

“His Highness has discovered that?” Basterga re- 
plied, in a tone no less sarcastic. For his temper was 
roused. 

The strangtl^eves flickered, as if the other’s words 
totmheB a sore/^^His Highness is growing impatient ! ” 
he returned, his tone somewhat warmer. “ That is what 
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he has sent ind^<ii say. has waited long, and he bids 
me convey to you that if Ik is to waft longer he must 
have some security that you are likely to succted in 
yourdesign.” ^ 

,“OVlfe will employ other means ?” 

“ Precisely. Had he followed my advice,” the stranger 
cotftinued with an air of lofty arrogance, “ he would have 
done so long ago.” ^ 

" M. d’Albigny," Basterga answered, spreading out his 
hands with an ironical gesture, “would prefer to dig 
mines under the Tour du Pin ijpar the College, and 
under the Port^ Neuve ! To smuggle fireworks into the 
Arsenal and the Town House ; and then, on the eve 
of execution, to fail as utterly as he failed *last time! 
More utterly than njy plan* can fail, for I shall not put 
Genevi on its guard — as he did I Nor set every enemy 
of the Grand Duke talking — as he did I ” 

M. d’Albigny — for he it was — let drop an oath. “ Are 
/ou doing anything at all ? ” he asked savagely, dropping 
the thin veil of irony that shrouded his temper. “ Th^ 
is the question. Are you moving ? ” 

“ That will appear.” 

“ When ? When, man ? That is what his Highness 
wants to know. At present there is no appearance of 
anything.” 

“No,” Basterga replied with fine irony. “There is, 
not I know it. It is only when the fireworks are dis- 
covered and the mines opened and the engineers are 
flying for their lives — that there is really an appearance 
of something." 

‘“And that is the answer I am to carry to the Grand 
Duke\” d’Albigny retorted in a ton# which betrayed 
how deeply he tesented such taunt^^j^iie lips of his 
inferior. “ That is all you have to teTT him ? ” 

Basterga was silent awhile. When he spoke again, it 
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was in a lower and* more cautilus tone. !“fJo ; you may 
tell his Highness this,” he 4nd, after glancing warily 
behind* him. “You may tell him this. The longest 
night ih the year is •approaching. Not many v^ks 
divide us froA it Let him give me until thaf mght^ 
Then let him bring his troops and ladders and the 
rest bf it — the care whereof is your lordship’s, not mihe 
—to a part of the walls which I will indicate, and he 
shall find the guards withdrawn, and Geneva at his 
feet” 

“ The longest night ?, But tliat is some weeks distant,” 
d’Albigfny answered in a grumbling tone^ Still it was 
evident that he was impressed by the precision of the 
other’s proiAise. 

“Was Rome built in a dhy? Or can Geneva be 
destroyed in a day ? ” Basterga retorted. 

“ If I had my hand on it ! ” d’Albigny answered 
truculently, “ the task would not take more than a day I ” 
He was a Southern Frenchman and an ardent Catholic; 
afl'officer of high rank in the employ of Savoy ; for the 
rest, proud, brave, and d<ifiicult. 

“ Ay, but you have not your hand on it, M. d’Albigny ! ” 
Basterga retorted ocolly. “ Nor will you ever have your 
hand on it, without help from me.” 

“ And that is all you have tp say ? ” 

, " At present” 

“Very good,” d’Albigny readied, nodding contemp- 
tuously. “ If his Highness be wise ” 

“ He is wis«. At least,” Basterga continued drily, “ he 
is wiser than M. d’Albigny. He knows that it is better 
to wait and win, than leap and lose.” 

“But what of tfte discontented you were to brj|(^g to 
a head?” d’Aiihim)|j^ retorted, rememb^ting with relief 
anther head of complaint, on which he had been chaiged 
to deliver himself. “ The old soldiers and rufflers whom 
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the peace has l^ft uneniplbyed, and ^^ith whom the man 
Grio was to aid you ? Swely waiting will not help you 
with them ! There should be some in Geneva vi^o like 
noMhe rule of the Pastors and the> drone of psathis and 
bynrns*! Men who, if I know them, mustobe on 6re for 
a change ! Come, Monsieur Basterga, is no use to be 
m&de' of them ? ” 

“Ay,” Basterga answered, after stepping back a pace 
to assure hiinself by a careful look that no one was re- 
marking a colloquy which jthe time and the weather 
rendered suspicious. “ Use thepi if you please. Let 
them drink an^ swear and raise petty riots, and keep the 
Syndics on their guard ! It is all they are good for, M. 
d’Albigny ; and I cannot say that aught ke^s back the 
cause so much as Grio’s friends and their line of conduct ! ” 

“ S61 that is your opinion, is it, Monsieur Basterga ? ” 
d’Albigny answered. “ And with it I must go as I came ! 

I am of no use here, it seems ? ” 

“ Of great use presently, of none now,” Basterga replied 
with greater respect than he had hitherto exhibit^. 

“ Frankly, M. d’Albigny, they fear you and suspect you. 
But if President Rochette of Chambery, who has the 
confidence of the Pastors, were to vieit us on some pre- 
text or other, say to settle such small matters as the 
peace has left in doubt, it might soothe their spirits and 
allay their suspicions. He, rather than M. d’Albigny, is 
the helper I need at present.” 

D’Albigny grunted, but it was evident that the other’s!! 
boldness impressed him. “You think, tlten, that they 
suspect us?” he said. 

“How should they not? Tell me that. How should 
theySjot ? Rochette’s task must be ifc lull those suspi- 
cions to sleep. ‘In the meantime I ’W 

“Yes?” 

“Will be at work,” Basterga replied. He laughed 
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drily as* if it pleasftd him to l^ulk the other’s curiosity. 
Softly he added urMer his brefc, 

'* Captique dolis, lacrimisque coactis, 

Quos neque Tydides, nec Larrissseus Achilles 
Non ^ni domuere decern, non mille cariSse 1 ” 

D’Albigny nodded. “Well, I trust you are realty 
counting on something solid,” he answered. “For you 
are taking a great deal upon youseelf, Monsieur Bas- 
terga. I hope you understanc^ that,” he a^ded with a 
searching look. • • 

“ I take all on myself^’ the big man answered. 

The Frenchman was far from content, but he argued 
no more. Jle reflected a moment, considering whether 
he had forgotten anything : ^hen, muttering that he 
would convey Basterga’s views to th!h Grand Duke, he 
pulled his cloak more closely about his face, and with a 
curt nod of farewell, he turned on his heel and was gone. 
A moment, and he was lost to sight between the wooden 
mills and sheds which flanked the bridge on either side, 
and rendered it at once as narrow and as picturesque as 
were most of the bridges of the day. Basterga, left 
solitary, waited a while before he left his shelter. Satis- 
fied at length that ^he coast was 2lear, he continued his 
way into the town, and thinking deeply as he went came 
presently to the Corraterie. ft cannot be said that his 
meditations were of the most pleasant ; and perhaps for 
this reason he walked slowly. * When he entered the 
l{buse, shaking the moisture from his cloak and cap, he 
found the othSrs seated at table and well advanced in 
their meal. He was twenty minutes late. 

He was a clever man. But at times, in momen^'of 
irritation, the sense of his cleverness and of his superiority 
to the mass of TllMiklgd him to do the thing which he 
liadrbetter have left undone. It was so this evening. 
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Face to face with d’Albigby, he had a bold /ace on 
the difficulties which surrcEinded him he had let no sig^ 
of 4oubt or uncertainty, no word of fear respecting the 
outvVme escape him. But the moment he foundjhimself 
|t Iiterty, the britical situation of his affiiir^ if the Syhdic 
refused to take the bait, recurred to his mind, and harassed 
hto. He had no confidantey no one to whom he could 
breathe his fears, no one to whom he could explain the 
situation, oia with >^hom he could take credit for his 
coolness: and the curb of silence, while it exasperated 
his temper, augmented '' a nundredfold the contempt 
in which he held the unconscious companions among 
whom chance' and his mission had thrown him. A 
spiteful desire to show that contempt spai^led in his 
eyes as he took h^ seat at the table this evening ; but 
for a fiinute or two after he had begun his meal he kept 
silence. 

On a mind such as his, outward things have small 
effect ; otherwise the cheerful homeliness of the scene 
must have soothed him. The lamp, telling of presjgit 
autumn and approaching wint^, had been lit ; a wood- 
fire crackled pleasantly in the great fireplace and was 
reflected in rows of pewter plates on either dresser: a 
fragrant stew scented the air ; all tSat a philosopher of 
the true type could have asked was at his service. But 
Basterga belonged rather to the fifteenth century, the 
century of the south, \^hich was expiring, than to tUb 
century of the north which was opening. Splendom 
rather than comfort, the gorgeousness ^of Venice, m 
red-haired dames, stiff-clad in Titian velvets, of tables 
gloaming with silk and gold and ruby glass, rather than 
the ^ain homeliness which Geneva sh|f:ed with the Dutch 
cities, held hisa mind. To-night in pa rticular his lip 
curled as he looked round. To. particular ill- 

pleased and *U-content he found the place and^the 
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company well notched, the on^ and the other mean and 
contemptible ! 

One there^Gentilis — marked the great man’s m^d, 
and, crfnging, after his kind, Impt his eyes low am^s 
platter. * Grio, too, knSw enough to seek refuge it^^len^ 
silence. Claude alone, impatient of the constraint which 
descended on the party at the great man’s coming, con- 
tinued to talk in a raised voice. “ Good soup to-night, 
Anne,” he said cheerfully. For daye past Ijp had been 
using himself to speak to her*easily and lightly, as if 
she were no more to him th^n to the others. 

She did not answer— ‘she seldom did. But “ Good ? ” 
Basterga sneered in his most cutting toite. “Ay, for 
schoolboys And such as have no palate save for pap ! ” 

Claude being young took tjje thrust a little to heart. 
He returned it with a boy’s impertinence. “ We^ none 
of us grow thin on it,” he said with a glance at the other’s 
bulk. 

Basterga’s eyes gleamed. “ Grease and dish-washings,” 
he exclaimed. And then, as if he knew where he could 
mos*t easily wound his antagonist, he turned to the girl. 

"If Hebe had brought such liquor to Jupiter,” he 
sneered, " do you think he had given her Hercules for a 
husband, as I shall presently give you Grio ? Ha ! You 
flush at the prospect, do you ? You colour and tremble,” 
he continued mockingly, “ as if •it were the wedding-day. 
You’ll sleep little to-night, I see, for thinking of your 
Hercules 1 ” With grim irony he pointed to his loutish 
i^mpanion, whose gross purple face seemed the coarser 
for the small pfaked beard that, after the fashion of the 
day, adorned his lower lip. " Hercules, do I call hin» ? 
Adonis rather.” 

“ Why not Bacclms ? ” Claude mutteref), his eyes on 
his plate. In splVtaAit]|^trongest resolutions, he could 
not keep silence. 
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“Bacchus? And why.Aoy ?” frowning darkly;. 

“ He were better bestowed on a tun tof wine,” the youth 
retorted, without looking up. 

‘^’hat you might take his place, I suppose ? ” Basterga 
fetoft^M swiftly. “ What say you,‘’girl ? Will you have 
him ? ” And when she did not answer, “^read, do you 
hssar?” he cried harshly and imperiously. “Bread, I 
say ! ” And having forced her to come within reach to 
serve him, V>What do you say to it?” he continued, his 
hand on the trencher, hTis eyes on her face. “Answer 
me, girl, will you have him ? '* 

She did not answer, but that which he had quite falsely 
attributed to 'her before, a blush, slowly and painfully 
darkened her cheeks and neck. He seized jtier brutally 
by the chin, and forced h^r to raise her face. “ Blushing, 

I see 2.” he continued. “ Blushing, blushing, eh ? So it 
is for him you thrill, and lie awake, and dream of kisses, 
is it ? For this new youth and not for Grio ? Nay, 
struggle not ! Wrest not yourself away ! Let Grio, too, 
see you ! ” 

Claude, his back to the scene, drove his nails into the 
palms of his hands. He would not turn. He would not, 
he dared not see what nvas passing, or how they were 
handling her, lest the fury in his breast sweep all away, 
and he rise up and disobey her ! When a movement 
told him that Basterga 'had released her — with a last 
ugly taunt aimed as much at him as at her — he still sat 
bearing it, curbing, drilling, compelling himself to be 
silent. Ay, and still to be silent, though the voice tharbv 
so cruelly wounded her was scarcely mute before it began 
again. 

‘‘’Tissot, indeed ! ” Basterga cried^n the same tone of 
bitter jeering.*, “ A fig for Tissot ! ^ No more shall we 

Upon his viler metal purest pure. 

And see him transmutations t^ee endure 1 



? Becattse a tnighi^ 
With a ccSarse laugh,! 




is 


Our stone angelical whereby 
All secret potencies to light are brougl^t 

has itself suffered a transmutation I A transmutation do 
1 shy ! Rather an eclipse, a darkening ! He, whciti 
matins for their maidens fear, has come, has seen, has 
conquered I And we poor mortals bow before him.” 

Still Claude, his face bumin|^, his ears tingling, put 
force upon himself and sat mute, his eyes on the board. 
He would not look roimd, he would not acknowledge 
what was passing. Basterga’s tone convened a meaning 
coarser and^more offensive than the words he sjpoke; 
and Claude knew it, and knew^hat tl^e girl, at whom he 
dared not look knew it, as she stood helpless, a {}utt, a 
target for their gloating eyes. He would not look for he 
remembered. He saw the scalding liquid blister the 
skin, saw the rounded arm quiver with pain ; and re- 
mepbering and seeing, he was resolved that the lesson 
should not be lost on. him. If it was only by suffering 
. he could serve her, he would serve her. 

He dared not look even at Grentilis, who sat opposite 
him ; and who was Staring in gross rapture at the girl’s 
V confusion, and the burning blushes, so long banished from 
her pale features. For to look'at that mean mask of a 
man was the same thing as to strike ! Unfortunately, as 
It^appened, his silence and lac^ of spirit had a result 
tfi^ich he had not foreseen. It encouraged the others to 
carry their bruSility to greater and even greater lengths. 
Grio flung a gross jest in the girl’s face : Basterga asl^ 
her mockingly how long she had loved. They got^o 
answer.; on which me big man asked his question agaim 
his ypice grown nfUlMil^l^m^ still she would not answer. . 
>;^^iih^4.takon refuge froiiuGflPro’s coarseness in the farthest 
^ 7 
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comer of the hearth : wh»e stooping over a pot^. she hid 
her burning face. Had tiney gone too far at last ? So 
far, ±hat in despair she had made up her mind to resist ? 
Cl^Ie wondered. He hoped that they had. 

Basterga, t6o, thought it possible ; but he smiled 
wickedly, in the pride of his resources. He struck the 
table sharply with his knife-haft. “What?” he cried. 
“You don’t answer me, girl? You withstand me, do 
you? To , heel ! To heel! Stand out in front of me, 
you jade, and answer meat once. There ! Stand there 1 
Do you hear?” With a** mocking eye he indicated with 
his knife the spot that took his fAncy. 

She hesitated a moment, scarlet revolt in her face ; she 
hesitqted for a long moment ; and the lad , thought that 
surely the time had cotof.. But then she obeyed. She 
obeyed I And at that Claude at last looked up ; he could 
look up safely now for something, even as she obeyed, 
had put a bridle on his rage and given him control over 
it. That something was doubt. Why did she comply? 
Why obey, endure, suffer at this man’s hands that which 
it was a shame a woman should suffer at any man’s? 
What was his hold over her? What was his power? 
Was it possible, ah, was it possible that she had done 
anything to give him power? Was it possible 

“ Stand there ! ” Basterga repeated, licking his lips. 
He was in a cruel temper : harassed himself, he would 
make some one suffer. “ Remember who you arc, wench, 
and where you are ! And answer me I How long l\ave 
you loved h!m ? ” 

The face no longer burned : her blushes had sunk 
behind the mask of apathy, the pallid mask, hiding terror 
and the shame of her sex, which her face had worn before, 
which had become habitual to her.^ “ I have not loved 
him,” she answered in a low 

“Louder!”/ 
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“ I pave not*lcved him.” 

“ You do not Idve him ? ” 

She did not look at Claude, but dull^^ me- 
chani<^lly, she stared straight before her. 

Grio laugljpd boisterously. “ A dose ft>r youq^ Hope- 
ful ! ” he cried. “ Ho ! Ho ! How do you feel now. 
Master Jackanapes?” 

The big man smiled. 

“ Galle, quid insanis ? inqutt*Tua cum j^ycuns 
Perque nives alium peiq^ horrida castra secuta est ! ” 

he murmured. He bowed ironically in Claude’s direc- 
tion. “ The gentleman passes beyond \he jurisdiction 
of the coujt,” he said. “She will have none of/him, it« 
seems; nor we either! He i-i dismissed.” 

Claude, his eyes burning, shrugged his shoulcjprs and 
did not budge. If they thought to rid themselves of him 
by this fooling they would learn their mistake. They 
wished him to go : the greater reason he should stay. 
.^Jittle thing — the sight of a small brown hand twitching 
painfully, while her face and all the rest of her was still 
and impassive, had expelled his doubts for the time — 
had driven all but love and pity and burning indignation 
from his breast. All but these, and the memory of her 
lesson and her will. He had promised and he must 
suffer. • 

* Whether Basterga was deceived by his inaction, or of 
purpose was minded to try how far they could go with 
nim, the big man turned again to his victim. “ With you, 
my girl,” he said, “ it is otherwise. The soup was bad, 
and you are mutinous. Two faults that must be paid for. 
There was somethmg of this, I remember, when Tissot — 
our good Tissot, who amused us so miiph — first came. 
And we tamed );«li^|j^ru^You paid forfeit, I think. 
You kissed Tissot, I thin^*fr Tissot kissed you.” 
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“No, it was I kissed her*” Gentilis said with a.§mirk. 
“ She chose me.” * ® 

“ Under compulsion,” Basterga retorted drily. Will 
you nnsom her again ? ” ^ 

V “ Willingly 1 But it should be two this^ time,’^ Gen- 
tilis said grinning. “Being for the second offence, a 
dowble ” 

“ Pain,” quoth Basterga. “ Very good. Do you hear, 
my girl ? Gio to Gefltilis, and see you let him kiss you 
. twice ! And see we see alid hear it. And have a care ! 
Have a care ! Or next 'time your modesty may not 
escape so easily ! To him at once, and ” 

“ No ! ” The cry came from Claude. He was on his 
r feet, his face on fire. “ No ! ” he repeated passionately. 

“No?” 

“ Nof- while I am here ! Not under compulsion,” the 
young man cried. “Shame on you!” He turned to 
the others, generous wrath in his face. " Shame on you 
to torture a woman so — a woman alone ! And you three 
to one ! ” 

M. 

Basterga’s face grew dark. “You are right! We are 
three,” he muttered, his hand slowly seeking a weapon in 
the corner behind him. “You speak truth there, we are 
three — to one ! And- ” 

“You maybe twenty, I will not suffer it!” the lad 
cried gallantly. “You mdy be a hundred ” 

But on that word, in the full tide of speech he stopped. 
His voice died as suddenly as it had been raised, 
stammered, his whole bearing changed. He had met her' 
eyes ; he had read in them reproach, warning, rebuke. 
Top late he had remembered his promise. 

TVie big man leaned forward. “ What may we be P ” 
he asked. “You were going, I thii?lc, to say that we 
might be — that we might be -;^ 

But Claude did not ansi;i^; He was passing through 
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a moment of su^ misery fee had never experienced. 
To give way to them now, to lower his flag before them 
after fie had challenged them ! To abandon her toithem, 
to see#her — oh, it was more than he could do, mqj^than 

he could suffer ! It was 

“ Pray go on,” Basterga sneered, “ if you have not said 
your say. Do not think of us ! ” 

Oh, bitter! But he remembered how the scalding 
liquor had fallen on the tender skin. “ I*have said it,” 
he muttered hoarsely. “ I»have said it,” and by a move- 
ment of his hand, pathetic enough had any understood 
it, he seemed to withdraw himself and hj^ opposition. 

But when, obedient to Basterga’s eye, the girl moved 
to Gentili^ side and bent her cheek— which flarfled, not' 
by reason of Gentilis or the coining kisses, but of Claude’s 
presence and his cry for her — he could not bear»it. He 
could not stay and see it, though to go was to abandon 
her perhaps to worse treatment. He rose with a cry 
and snatched his cap, and tore open the door. With 
Age in his heart and their laughter, their mocking, 
triumphant laughter, ia his ears, he sprang down the 
steps. 

A coward I That was what he must seem to them. 
A coward’s part, that was the part they had seen him 
play. Into the darkness, intp the night, what mattered 
whither, when such fierce anger boiled within him? 
Such self-contempt. What mattered whither when he 
^ew how he had failed ! Ay, failed and played the 
Tissot I ThoTissot and the weakling 1 
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^ He hurried along the rampart^ in a rage with those whom 
he had left, in a still greater rage with himself. He had 
played the Tisspt with a vengeance. He had flown at 
them in weak passion, he had recoiled as weakly, he had 
‘left thSln to call him coward. Now, even new, he was 
fleeing from them, rnd they were jeering at him. Ay, 
jeering rt him ; their laughter followed him, and burned 
his ears. 

The rain that beat on his fevered face, the moist wind 
from the Rhone Valley below, could not wipe out that-^ 
the defeat and the shame. The darkness through whic»h 
he hurried could not hide it from his eyes. Thus had 
Tissot begun, flying out at them, fleeing from them, a 
thing of mingled fury and weakness. ,He knew how they 
had regarded Tissot. So they now regarded him. 

And the girl ? What shame lay on his manhood who 
had abandoned her, who had left her to be their sport ! 
His rage boiled over as hn thought of her, and with the 
rain-laden wind buffeting his brow he halted and made 
if he would return. But to what end if would not 
have his aid, to what end if she would not suffer him ? 
Wit^ a furious gesture, he hurried on afresh, only to be 
arrested, by-and-by, at the corner of {he ramparts near 
the Bourg du Four, by a dreadful thought. What if he 
had deceived himself? given back before 

them, not because she had li^lied it, not because she hhd 
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lookei^at him, no^in compllapde with her wishes ; but in 
face of the odds against him, and by virtue of some streak 
of covferdice latent in his nature ? The more he thought 
of it, the more he doubted if she had looked at him j the 
more likely ih seemed that the look had tieen a ewaw, Si 
which his craven soul had grasped ! 

The thought maddened him. But it was too lat« to 
return, too late to undo his act. He must have left them 
a full half-hour. The town was growing qutet, the sound 
of the evening psalms wa^ ceasing. The rustle of the 
wind among the branches covered the tread of the sentries 
as they walked the wall between the Porte Ncuve and the 
Mint tower ; only their harsh voices as they met midway 
and challenged came at intervals to his ears. It *iTust be* 
hard on ten o’clock. Or, no,« there •was the bell of St. 
Peter’s proclaiming the half-hour after nine. • 

He was ashamed to return to the house, yet he must 
return ; and by-and-by, reluctantly and doggedly, he set 
his face that way. The wind and rain had cooled his 
beow, but not his brain, and he was still in a fever of 
resentment and shame \^hen his lagging feet brought him 
to the house. He passed it irresolutely once, unable to 
make up his mind ^o enter ancf facf them. Then, cursing 
himself for a poltroon, he turned again and made for the 
door. 

^ He was within half a dozen strides of it when a dark 
figjure detached itself from thg doorway, and stumbled 
libwn the steps. Its aim seemed to be to escape, and 
leaping to th|f conclusion that it was Gentilis, and that 
some trick was being prepared for him, Claude sprang 
forward. His hand shot out, he grasped the other’s j^eck. 
His wrath blazed^up. 

“ You rogue ! ” he said. “ I’ll teach }»ou to lie in wait 
for me ! ” And slWH^i^ii^njgyyp from the man’s neck 
tef his shoulder, he tume^nlmround regardless of his 



104 


I THE LOlsfG 

struggles. As he did so* |he man’s l-^^t fell off. vWith 
amazement Claude recognised the features of the Syndic 
Blondel. 

Th^young man’s arm fell, and he stared, open-nxDuthed 
^d aghast, the passion with which he had seized the 
stranger whelmed in astonishment. 

The Syndic, on the other hand, behaved with a strange 
composure. Breathing rather quickly, but vouchsafing no 
word of explanation, he straightened the crumpled linen 
about his neck, and set right hjs coat. He was proceeding, 
still in silence, to pick up his hat, when Claude, antici- 
pating the action, secured the hat and restored it to him. 

“ Thank you,” he said. And then, stiffly, “ Come with 
me,” lft» continued. 

He turned as he .spoke'and led the way to a spot at 
some d/stance from the house, yet within sight of the 
door ; there he wheeled about. “ I was coming to see 
you,” he said, steadfastly confronting Claude. “Why 
have you not called upon me, young man, in accordance 
with the invitation I gave you ? ” •“ 

Claude stared. The Syndic’:?, matter-of-factness and 
the ease with which he ignored what had just passed 
staggered him, Perhqps after all Blc^ndel had come for 
this, and had been startled while waiting at the door by 
the quickness of his approach. “ I — I had overlooked it,” 
he murmured, trying to accept the situation. 

“ Then,” the Syndic answered shrewdly, “ I can see that 
you have not wanted anything.” 

“ No.” 

“You lodge there?” Blondel continued, pointing to 
the jjouse. “ But I know you do. And keep late hours, 
I fear. You are not alone in the hous^ I think?” 

“ No,” Claudenreplied ; and on a sudden, as his mind 
went back to the houg,<’;.?in^%:^fl?9f it, there leapt into 
it the temptation to tell alTto this man, a magistrate, ahd 
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appeajr to him in 'fhe girl’s b^alf. He could not speak 
to a more proper person, if he sought the city through ; 
and h%re was the opportunity, brought unsought, to his 
door. •But then he*had not the girl’s leave to speaky 
could he speslk without her leave ? He shifted «is fee^ 
and to gain time, “ No,” he said slowly, “there are two or 
three who lodge in the house • 

“Is not the person with whom you quarrelled at the 
inn one of them ? ” the Syndic^ asked. “ Elf? Is not he 
one?” , 

“ Yes,” Claude answered ; and the recollection of the 
scene and of the support which the Syndic had given to 
Grio checked the impulse to speak. Perhaps after all 
the girl kntfUr best. 

" And a person of the name^f Basterga, I think ? ” 
Claude nodded. He dared not trust himself tio speak 
now. Could it be that a whisper of what was passing in 
the house had reached the magistrates ? 

The Syndic coughed. He glanced from the distant 
d«or, now a mere blur in the obscurity, to his companion’s 
face and back again teethe door — of which he seemed 
reluctant to lose sight. For a moment he seemed at a 
loss how to proceed. When Ire did speak, after a long 
pause, it was in a dry curt tone. “It is about him I 
wish to hear something,” he said. “ I look to you as a 
good citizen to afford such information as the State 
requires. The matter is more ijnportant than you think. 
\^sk you what you know of that man.” 

“ Messer B^terga ! ” 

“Yes.” 

Claude stared. " I know no g^od,” he answered, more 
and more surprise!^ “ I do not like him, Messer Syndic.” 

“But he is a learned man, I believe.* He passes for 
such, does he not?’ 

“Yes.” 



}P6 THE LONG NIGh|’ 

“ Yet you do not like hiip. Why ? 

Claude’s face burned. “ He puts his learning to no 
good use,” he blurted out “ He uses it to — to torture 
womei;^. If I could tell you all — all, Messer Biondel,” 
the yoifiig man continued, in growing excitement, “you 
would understand me better ! He gains power over 
pebple, a strange power, and abuses it.” 

“Power? What do you mean? What kind of 
power ? ” 

“God knows.” 

The Syndic stared a moment, his face expressive of 
contempt Tljis was not the line he had meant his 
questions to take. What did it matter to him how 'the 
'man fhsated women? Pshaw! Then suddenly a light 
— as of satisfaction^ or discovery — gleamed in his eyes. 
“ Do y^u mean,” he muttered, lowering his voice, “ by 
sorcery ? ” 

“ God knows.” 

“ By evil arts ? ” 

The young man shook his head. "I do not know,” 
he answered, almost pettishly. , “ How should I ? But 
he has a power. A secret power ! I do not understand 
him or it ! ” 

The Syndic looked at him darkly thoughtful. “ You 
did not know that that was said of him ? ” he asked. 

“That he ” 

“ Has magical arts ? ” , 

Claude shook his head. 

“Nor that he has a laboratory upstairs?” Biondel 
continued, fixing the young man gravely with his eyes. 
“A. laboratory in which he reads much in unknown 
tongues? And speaks much when |^o one is present? 
And tries experiments with strange substances ? ” 

Claude shook his said. “ Never 1 I 

never heard it.” 
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He iiever had ; "Jut in his eyes dawned none the less 
a look of horror. No man in those days doubted the 
existence of the devilish arts at which Blondel hinted — 
arts bj^the use of whttch one being could make himselL 
master of thS will and person of another. man 

doubted their existence : and that they were rare, were 
difficult, were seldom brought within a man’s experience, 
made them only the more hateful without making them 
seem to the men of that day, the less proWable. That 
they were often exercised •at the cost of the innocent 
and pure, who in this way were added to the accursed 
brood — few doubted this too ; but the ^ull horror of it 
could be known only to the man who loved, and who 
reverenced •where he loved. Fortunately, mao^ who 
never doubted the reality oft witchcraft, seldom con- 
ceived of it as touching those about them ; ancU it was 
only slowly that Claude took in the meaning of the 
Syndic’s suggestion, or discerned how perfectly it ac- 
counted for a thing otherwise unaccountable — the mys- 
tdlious sway which the scholar held over the young girl. 

But he reached, he came to that point at last ; and his 
silence and agitation were more eloquent than words. 
The Syndic, who h^id not shot £is bolt wholly at a venture 
— for to accuse Basterga of the black art had passed 
through his mind before — saw that he had hit the mark ; 
ajad he pushed his advantage. “ Have you noted aught,” 
he asked, “ to bear out the ide% that he is given to such 
|l^ctices ? ” 

Claude was«ilent in sheer horror ; horror of the thing 
suggested to him, horror of the punishment in which he 
might involve the innocent. 

“ I don’t knowj^” he stammered at last, and almost 
incoherently. "I know nothing! Don’ftask me! God 
grant it be not so ! his face. 

" Amen ! Amen, indeed, ’ Blondel answered gravely. 
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“ But now for the womau; over wholli you said he had 
power?” 

“I said?” 

“Aye, you, a minute ago! Who is she? "Is she 
one of^’the household? Come, young nfen, you must 
answer me,” the Syndic continued with severity pro- 
pofttioned to the other’s hesitation. “ I know much, and 
a little more light may enable us to act and to bring the 
guilty to puiiishment. Does she live in the house ? ” 

Only the darkness hid C’aude’s pallor. “There is a 
woman,” he muttered reluctantly, “ who lives in the 
house. But I know nothing ! I have no proof! Nothing, 
nothing ! ” 

“But you suspect! You suspect, young*’ man,” the 
Syndic continued, eyeing* him sternly, “ and suspecting 
you would leave her in the clutches of the devil whose 
she must become, body and soul! For shame!” 

“ But I do not believe it ! ” Claude cried fiercely. “ I 
do not believe it !” 

“Of her?” 

“Of her? No I Mon dieu! No! She is a child! 
She is innocent ! Innocent as ” 

“The day! you would say?” the, Syndic struck in, 
almost solemnly. “ The likelier prey ? The choicest 
are ever the devil’s morsels.” 

“ And you think that she ” 

“ God help her, if she be in his power I This man,” the 
Syndic continued, laying his hand on the other’s arhi, 
“ has ruined hundreds by his secret art?v by his foul 
practices, by his sorceries. He has made Venice too 
hot for him. In Padua they will have him no more. 
Genoa has driven him forth. If you dgubt this character 
of him there isf' an easy proof ; for it is whispered, nay, 
it is almost certainf!4a;ijg(^|rito>^'^7^ower lies. Do you 
know his room ? ” 
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“No” 

“ No ? ” in a tone of dismay." “ But is it not on a level 
with yours ? ” 

“ No,# Claude answered, shivering; “it is over mine.” 

“No matte% there is an easy mode of*proving^him,” 
the Syndic replied ; and despite himself his tone was 
eager. “ If he be the man they say he is, there is in Ivs 
room a box of steel chained to the wall. It contains the 
spell he uses. By means of it he ‘can enter where he 
pleases, he can enslave women fe his will, he ” 

“ And you do not seize it? ” •Claude cried in a tone of 
horror. 

“He has the Grand Duke’s protection,” the Syndic 
answered sigoothly, “ and to touch him without ^lear 
proof might cause much troubWto th^ State.” 

“ And for that you suffer him,” Claude exclairqpd, his 
voice trembling. “You suffer him to work his will? 
You suffer him ” 

“ I must follow the law,” Blondel answered, shaking 
hi^,head. He looked warily round ; the dark ramparts 
were quiet. “ I act but as a magistrate. Were I a mere 
man and knew him, as I know him now, for what he is — 
a foul magician weaving his spells about the young, en- 
snaring, with his sorceries, the souls of innocent women, 
corrupting — but what is it, young man ? ” 

“He is^ within?” * 

“No; he left the house a njinute or so before you 
amived. But what is it?” Seizing the young man’s 
arm he restrained him. “ Where are you going ? ” 

“ To his room ! ” Claude answered between his set 
teeth. “ Be he man or devil — to his room ! ” 

“You dare?” 

“ I dare and I wTll ! ” Resisting the Syndic’s feigned 
efforts to hold him bee^he^^od^owards the door. 
“That spell shall not WmS^mother hour.” 
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But Blondel terrified his sudde^/ success, and loth, 
now the time was come, to put all on a cast, kept his 
hand on him. “ Stay ! Stay ! ” he babbled, dragging 
him back. “ Do not be rash ! ” 

“ Sfe.>y, and “leave him to ruin her ! ” 

“Still, listen ! Whatever you do, listen !” the Syndic 
answered ; and insisted, clinging to him. His agitation 
was such, that had Claude retained his powers of obser- 
vation, he ‘must ha^e found something strange in this 
anxiety. “ Listen ! if you find the casket, on your 
life touch nothing in it i On your life ! ” Blondel re- 
peated, his hands clinging more tightly to the other’s 
arm. “ Bring it entire — touch nothing ! If you do not 
prortiise me I will raise the alarm here and now 1 To 
open it, I warn you, is tc risk all ! ’’ 

“ I jvill bring it ! ” Claude answered, his foot on the 
steps, his hand on the latch. “ I will bring it ! ” 

“ Ay, but you do not know what hangs on it ! You 
will bring it as you find it ? ” 

His persistence was so strange, he clung to the yoj^ng 
man’s arm with so complete an abandonment of his 
ordinary manner, that, with the latch half raised, Claude 
looked at him in wonder. "Very well, I will bring it 
as I find it ! ” he muttered. Then,’ notwithstanding a 
movement which the Syndic made to restrain him, he 
pushed the door. 

It was not locked, and, in a moment, he stood in the 
living-room which he had left little more than an hour 
before. It was untenanted, but not in darkness ; a 
rushlight, set in an earthen vessel on tfie hearth, flung 
long shadows on the walls and ceiling, and gave to the 
room, so homely in its every-day. aspect, a sinister look. 
The door of Gentilis’ room was shiS ; probably he was 
asleep. That at .tJj^jJboto^hi^aircase was also shut. 
Claude stood a mOTnS!l!*^owning ; then he crossed 
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the floor towardhfthe staircase door. But though his 
mind'was fixed, the spell of the other’s excitement told 
on hi«i: the flicker of the rushlight made him start; 
and hjlf-way across^ the room a sound at his elbo\^ 
brought him^p as if he had been stabbfed. H|>turnea 
his head, expecting to find the big man’s eyes bent on 
him from some comer. He found instead the Syn|^ic, 
who had stolen in after him, and with a dark anxious 
face was standing like a shadow bf guilt between him 
and the door. 

The young man resented the alarm which the other 
had caused him. “ If you are going, go,” he muttered. 
“And if you will do it yourself, Messer Syndic, so much 
the better.”* He pointed to the door of the staircase? 

The Syndic recoiled, his bea«l wagging senilely. “No, 
no,” he babbled. “ No, I will go back.” ^ 

It was no longer the formal magistrate, but a frightened 
man who stood at Claude’s elbow. And this was so 
clear that superstition, which is of all things the most 
ir^f^ctious, began to shake the young man’s resolution. 
Desperately he threw it off, and went to open the door. 
Then he reflected that* it would be dark upstairs, he 
must have a light ; and re-crossing the floor he brought 
the rushlight frorS the hearth. 'Holding it aloft he 
opened the creaking door and began to ascend the 

stmrs. * 

With every step the awe of the other world grew on 
hi«i ; while the shadow, whi5i he had found at • his 
elbow below, followed him upwards. When he paused 
at the head orthe flight the Syndic’s face was on a level 
with his knee, the Syndic’s eyes were fixed on his. 

Claude did not understand this ; but the man’s com- 
pany was welconfe now ; and the sighj| of Bastergas 
door, not three pacea,,f^n theplgjjg where he stood, 
divmed bis thoughts. not been above stairs 
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since the day of his arrival, but he kn^ that Basterga’s 
room was the nearest to tfie stairs. That was th^’ door 
then ; behind that door the Italian wrought his (I^vilish 
^spells 1 

His {■'ght, snlbky and wavering, cast bla<jk shadows on 
the walls of the passage as he moved. The air seemed 
hefvy, laden with some strange drug ; the house was 
still, with the stillness which precedes horror. Not many 
men of hisrtime, suspecting what he suspected, would 
have opened that door, or‘'at that hour of the night would 
have entered that room. But Claude, though he feared, 
though he shuddered, though unearthly terrors pressed 
upon him, possessed a charm that supported his courage : 
• the "ittemory of the scene in the room below, of the scald- 
ing drops falling op the v^hite skin, of the girl looking at 
him with that face of pain. The devil was strong, but 
there was a stronger ; and in the strength of love the 
young man approached the door and tried it It was 
locked. 

Somehow the fact augmented his courage. “ Wh^e 
the devil is, is no need of locks,” he muttered, and he felt 
above the door, then, stooping, groped under it. In the 
latter place he found the key, thrust out of sight between 
door and floor, where ^doubtless it wa^^ Basterga’s custom 
to hide it. He drew it out, and with a grim face set it 
in the lock. 

“ Quick ! ” muttered a voice in his ear, and turning he 
saw that the Syndic was trembling with eagerness. 
“ Quick, quick ! Or he may return ! ” 

Claude smiled. If he did not fear the devil he certainly 
did not fear Basterga. He was about to turn the key in 
the lock when a sound stayed his hand, ay, and rooted 
him to the spqt. Yet it was only a $hugh — but a laugh 
such as his ears h ad never caught before, a laugh full ol 
ghastly, shrill, uneartmjr'fiiffl^. It rang through J:he 
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passagfs, through the house,* through the night ; but 
whence it proceeded, whether from some being at his 
elbow, %}r from above stairs, or below, it was impossible 
to say ;*and the blood gone from his face, Claude stood, 
peering over Mis shoulder into the dark comers^of the 
passage. Again that laugh rose, shrill, mocking, un- 
earthly ; and this time his hand fell from the lock. * 

The Syndic, utterly unmanned, l^nt sweating against 
the wall. He called upon the r\^me of his Maker. “My 
God ! ” he muttered. “ My Cod ! ” 

“ There is no God I” 

The words, each syllable of them clear, .though spoken 
in a voice shrill and cracked and strange, and su cl^ as 
neither of t#lem had ever heard before, were beyond 
doubt. Close on them followed it shriek of weird 
laughter, and then the blasphemy repeated in thft same 
tone of mockery. The hair crept on Claude’s head, the 
blood withdrew to his heart. The key which he had 
drawn out of the lock fell from the hand it seemed to 
freeee. 

With distended eyes ho glared down the passage. The 
words were still in the air, the laughter echoed in his 
brain, the shadows jast by the shaking rushlight danced 
and took weird shapes. A rustling as of black wings 
gathered about him, unseen sljapes hovered closer and 
clo.s«t^ — was it his fancy or did he hear them? 

He tried to disbelieve, he strove to withstand his 
terror ; and a moment his fortitude held. Then, as the 
Syndic, shaking*as with the palsy, tottered, with a hand 
on either wall down the stairs, and moaning aloud in 
his terror, felt his way across the room below, Claude’s 
courage, too, gave ^ay ; not in face of that he saw, but 
of that which he fancied. He turned toft, and with a 
greater show of composure, ja^da'f*cii*Wt‘*ying the light, 
he stumbled down the stairs and into the room below. 

8 
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There, for an instant *^nse and nerve retume^, and 
he stood. He turned even, and made as if he would 
re-ascend the staircase. But he had no soonef thrust 
^'•his head into, it, and paused an instant to listeh ere he 
ventu^d, than a faint echo of the same mi^hless laughter 
reached him, and he turned shuddering, and fled — fled 
oflt of the room, out of the house, out of the light, to the 
same spot under the^ trees whence he had started with so 
bold a heart a few minujtes earlier. 

The Syndic was there before him — or no, not the 
Syndic, but a stricken man, clinging to a tree ; seized 
now and again with a fresh fit of trembling. “ Take me 
home,” he babbled, “ There is no hope ! There is no 
hope. Take me home!” « 

His house was not fai* off, and Claude, when he had a 
little recovered himself, assented, gave the tottering man 
his arm and supported him — he needed support — until 
they reached the dwelling in the Bourg du Four. Still 
a wreck Blondel was by this time a little more coherent 
He foresaw solitude, and dreaded it ; and would have 
had the other enter and pass ,the night with him. But 
the young man, already ashamed of his weakness, already 
doubting and questioning, refused,^ and would say no 
more than that he would return on the morrow. With 
an aspect apparently composed, he insisted on taking 
his leave, turned from the door and retraced his steps to 
the Corraterie. But \vhen he came to the house, he 
lacked, brave as he was, the heart to enter ; and passing 
it, he spent the time until daybreak, itj, walking up and 
down the rampart within hearing of the sentries. 

His mind grown somewhat calmer, he set himself to 
recall, precisely and exactly, the thing that had happened. 
But recall it*' as he might, he coula not account for it. 
The words of that had scorched his ears as 

the key entered the lock, had been uttered, he wa9>sure, 
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in n<^ voice known to him nay more, in no voice of 
hum^n intonation. How could he explain them ? How 
account for them save in one way? How defend his 
cowardice save on one ground ? He shuddered, gazing# 
at the house^nd murmuring now a prayer, andf now a 
word of exorcism. But the day had come, the sky was 
red, and the sun^was near its rising before he teok 
courage and dared to cross the threshold. 
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Even then, with the daylight about him, he crept into 
the house under a weight of awe and dread. He left the 
door ajar that the daylight might enter with him and 
dispel the shadbws : and when he had crossed the thres- 
Jiol-iWt was with a pale and frowning face that he ad- 
vanced to the midflle o^ the floor, and stood peering 
round the deserted living-room. No one was stirring 
above or below, the house and all within it slept: the 
rushlight stand, its wick long extinguished, remained 
where he had set it down in the panic of his flight 

With that exception — he eyed it darkly — no trace of 
the mysterious event of the night was visible. The rd&n 
wore, or minute by minute assifined, its daylight aspect. 
Nor had he stood long gazing upon it before he breathed 
more freely and felt fiis heart lightehed. What was to 
be thought, what could be thought in the circumstances, 
he was not prepared to say. But the panic of the i\i^ht 
was gone with the darkness ; and with it all thought— 
if in the depths he had rdally sunk so low— of relinquish- 
ing the woman he loved to the powers of evil. 

To the powers of evil ! To a fate as nftch worse than 
death as the soul and the mind are higher than the body I 
Was he really face to face with that ? Was this house, 
so quiet, so peaceful, so commonphice, in reality the 
theatre of one o Qhpse manifestations of Satan’s power 
which were the hOTrW "of the age?* His senses affirmed 
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it, anj^.yet he doubted. Su<ih‘ things were, he did not 
deny it. Few men of the time denied it. But presented 
to hinf, brought within his experience, they shocked him 
to the ^oint of disbeMef. He found that^from the thing 
which he way prepared to admit in the general^he dis- 
sented fiercely and instinctively in the particular. 

What, the wonKin he loved ! Was he to belifive 
her delivered, soul and body, to Jhe power of Satan ? 
Never! All that was sane apd wholesome and cour- 
ageous in the man rebelled against the thought. He 
would not believe it. The pots and pans on the hearth, 
the simple implements of work and life, on which liis 
eyes alighted wherever he turned them, and to no ne of 
which her Itand was stranger, his memory of the lov* 
that was between her and her fhothA*, his picture of the 
sacred life led by those two above stairs, all gave the 
lie to it I Her subjection to Basterga, her submission to 
contumely and to insult — there must be a reason for 
these, a natural and innocent reason could he hit on it. 
The strange occurrences of the night, the blasphemous 
words, the mocking laughter, at the worst they might not 
import a mastery over her. He shuddered as he recalled 
them, they rang his ears and brain, the vividness of 
his memory of them was remarkable. But they might 
not have relation to her. ^ 

He stood long in moody thought, but his ears never 
for an instant relaxed their vigil, their hearkening for he 
knew not what. At length he passed into his bedcloset, 
and cooled his 4iot face with water and repaired his dress. 
Coming out again, he found the house still quiet, the 
door as he had left it, the daylight pouring in through 
the aperture. Ng one was moving, he was still safe 
from interruption ; and a curiosity to visit the pass 2 ^e 
above and learn if aught abnormalj*WP to be seen, took 
possession of him. It was just possible that Basterga 
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had not returned ; that thf key still lay where had 
dropped it! 

He opened the door of the staircase and listened. He 
•heard nothing, |ind he stole half-way up the fli^t and 
again slood. Still all was silent. He taunted more 
boldly then, and he was within four steps of the top — 
whfcnce, turning his head a little, he could command the 
passage — when a soi^d arrested him. It was a sound 
easily explicable though /t startled him ; for a moment 
later Anne Royaume appealed at the foot of the upper 
flight of stairs, and moved along the passage towards him. 

She did not ?ee him, and he could have escaped un- 
noticed, had he retired at once. But he stood flxed to 
the spot by something in her appearance ; cf something 
that, as she moved ^slowl^ towards him» fancying herself 
alone, filled him with dread, and with something worse 
than dread — suspicion. 

For if ever woman looked as if she had come from a 
witch’s Sabbath, if ever girl, scarce more than child, 
walked as if she had plucked the fruit of the Tree artd 
savoured it bitter, it was the girkbefore him. Despair — 
it seemed to him — rode her like a hag. Dejection, fear, 
misery, were in her whole bearing. Hpr eyes looked out 
from black hollows, her cheeks were pallid, her mouth 
was nerveless. Three sleejjless nights, he thought, could 
not have changed a woman thus — no, nor thrice three ; 
and he who had seen her last night and saw her now, 
gazed fascinated and tiewildered, asking himself what 
had happened, what it meant. <. 

Alas, for answer there rose the spectre which he had 
been striving to lay ; the spectre that had for the men of 
that day so appalling, so shocking a reality. Witchcraft ! 
The word rang in his brain. Witchcraft would account 
for this, ay, for-^SB^ for her long submission to vile 
behests and viler men ; for that which he had heard^ in 
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this house at midnight ; for tj^at which the Syndic had 
whispered of Basterga ; for that which he noted in her 
now! •Would account for it ; ay, but by fixing her with 
a guilt, *not of this vajrld, terrible, abnormal : by fixing • 
her with a lo/e of things vile, unspeakable, mojpstrous, 
a love that must deprive her life of all joy, all sweetness, 
all truth, all purity ! A guilt and a love that showed her 
thus I 

But thus, for a moment onl^. Yhe nexf she espied 
his face above the landing-ecjge, perceived that he watched 
her, detected, perhaps, sometlting of his feeling. With 
startling abruptness her features underwent a change. 
Her cheeks flamed high, her eyes sparkled with re- 
sentment. You I ” she cried — and her causeless a’ligCI? 
her impatience of his prescnco? confirmed the dreadful 
idea he had conceived. " You ! ” she repeated. , “ How 
dare you come here ? How dare you ? What arc you 
doing here? Your room is below. Go down, sir ! ” 

He did not move, but he met her eyes ; he tried to 
road her soul, his own quaking. And his look, sombre 
and stern — for he saw a^ulf opening at his feet — should 
have given her pause. Instead, her anger faced him 
down and mastered him. “ Do^ you hear me ? ” she 
flung at him. “ Do you hear me? If you have aught 
to say, if you are not as those others, go down ! Go 
do\^^n, and I will hear you thc*re ! ” 

He went down then, giving way to her, and she 
followed him. She closed the stairca.se door behind 
them ; and th^t done, in the living-room with her he 
would have .spoken. But with a glance at Gentilis’ 
door, she silenced him, and led the way through the 
outer door to the open air. The hour was still early, 
the sun was barelj" risen. Save for a sc*itry sleeping at 
his post on the ramparts, there was within sight, 

and she crossed the open space to the low wall that 
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looked down upon the Rhpne. There, in a spot ^here 
the partly stripped branches which shaded the rampart 
hid them from the windows, she turned to him. ‘"Now,” 
she said — there was a smouldering .fire in her e^es — ^“if 
you ha^e aught to say to me, say it. Sa^it now ! ” 

He hesitated. He had had time to think, and he 
foi^nd the burden laid upon him heavy. “ I do not 
know,” he answered, “that I have any right to speak 
to you.” • * 

“ Right ! ” she cried ; and l^t her bitterness have way 
in that word. “ Right ! ‘Does any stay for that where 
I am concerned ? Or ask my leave, or crave my will, 
sir? Right? if ou have the same right to flout and jeer 
«i»d^corn me, the same right to watch and play the spy 
on me, to hearken at my»door, and follow me, that they 
have ! , Ay, and the same right to bid me come and go, 
and answer at your will, that others have! Do you 
scruple a little at beginning ? ” she continued mockingly. 
“ It will wear off. It will come easy by-and-by ! For 
you. are like the others I ” .• 

“No!” 

“You are as the others ! You begin as they began !” 
she repeated, giving the reins to her indignation. “ The 
day you came, last night even, I thought you different. 
I deemed you ” — she pressed her hand to her bosom as 
if she stilled a pain — “other than you are! I conTess 
it But you are their fellow. You begin as they began, 
by listening on stairs and at doors, by dogging me and 
playing eavesdropper, by hearkening to \^at I say and 
do. Right ? ” she repeated the word bitterly, mockingly, 
with fierce unhappiness. “ You have the right that they 
have ! The same right ! ” 

“ Have I ? ” he asked slowly. Hi/ face was sombre 
and strangely olda 
“Yes!” 
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“Then how did I gain it?* *he retorted with a dark 
look. *‘How” — his tone was as gloomy as his face — 
“did they gaifi it ? Or — he ? ” 

“He^” The flame was gone from her face. She 
trembled a libfle. # 

“Yes, he — Basterga," he replied, his eyes losing no 
whit of the change in her. “ How did he gain the right 
which he has handed on to others^ the right to shame 
you, to lay hand on you, to tre^t you as he d^es ? This 
is a free city. Women are j»o slaves here. What then 
is the secret between you and *him ? ” Claude continued 
grimly. “ What is your secret ? ” , 

“ My secret ! ” Her passion dwindled under his eyes, 
under his wA'ds. ' "*■ 

“Ay,” Claude answered, “ anfl hisi His secret and 
yours. What is the thing between you and him ? ” he 
continued, his eyes fixed on her, “ so dark, so weighty, 
so dangerous, you must needs for it suffer his touch, 
bear his look, be smooth to him though you loathe him ? 
What is it?” 

“ Perhaps — love,” she ^nuttered, with a forced smile. 
But it did not deceive him. 

" You loathe hin^J ” he said. * , 

“ I may have loved him — once,” she faltered. 

“You never loved him,” he retorted. All the shy- 
ness' of youth, all the bashfulness of man with maiden 
were gone. Under the weigfat of that thought, that 
dreadful thought, he had grown old in a few minutes. 
His tone was l|^rd, his manner pitiless. “You never 
loved him ! ” he repeated, the very immodesty of her 
excuse confirming his fears. “ And I ask you, what is 
it? What is it th^ is between you and him ? What is 
it that gives him this power over you ? ” • 

“ Nothing,” she stammered, pale to (fillips. 

‘^Nothing! And was it for nothing that you were 
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startled when you found me upstairs ? When ydy ^ound 
me watching you five minutes ago, was it for nothing 

that you flamed with rage " 

“ You had no right to be there.” • 

“ No? Yet it was an innocent thing ^ough — to be 
there,” he answered. “To be there, this morning.” 
And then, giving the words all the meaning of which 
his voice was capable, “To have been there last night,” 
he continueci, “ were a di^erent thing perhaps ”. 

“ Were you there ? ” Heat voice was barely audible. 

“ I was,” * 

It was dreadful to see how she sank under that, how she 
cringed before him, her anger gone, her colour gone, the 
TigKt fled from her eyes — eyes grown suddeflly secretive. 
It was a minute, it seerhed a minute at least, before she 
could frame a word, a single word. Then, “ What do you 
know ? ” she whispered. But for the wall against which 
she leant, she must have fallen. 

“ What do I know ? " 

She nodded, unable to repeat the words. 

“ I was at the door of Basterga’s room last night” 

“ Last night ! ” 

“ Yes. I had the key oY his room iji my hand. I was 

putting it into the lock when I heard ” 

“ Hush ! ” She stepped forward, she would have put 
her hand over his mouth. “ Hush ! Hush ! ” 

The terror of her eyes^the glance she cast behind her, 
echoed the word more clearly than her lips. “ Hush ! 
Hush ! ” 

He could not bear to look at her. Her voice, her 
terror, the very defence she had striven to make con- 
firmed him in his worst suspicions. The thing was too 
certain, too apparent ; in mercy to himself cis well as to 
her, he averted '>Sii»«yes. 

They fell on the hills on which he had gazed that 
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momipy barely a fortnight earlier, when the autumn 
haze had mirrored her face; and all his thoughts, his 
heart, lii| fancy had been hers, her prize, her easy capturci 
And now he d^ed not look on her face. , He could not 
bear to see it dtstorted by the terrors of an evil con^ience. 
Even her words when she spoke again jarred on him. 

“You knew the voice?” she whispered. 

“ I did not know it,” he answered, brokenly. “ I knew 
— whose it was.” 

“Mine?” 

“Yes.” He scarcely breathed the word. 

She did not cry “ Hush ! ” this time, jDut she caught 
her breath ; and after a moment’s pau.se, “ Still — you 
did not rec<%nise it?” she murmured, “You did not 
know that it was my voice?” Could* it be that after all 
she hoped to blind him? 

“ I did not.” 

“Thank God!” 

“Thank God?” He stared at her, echoing the words 
in4fis astonishment How dared she name the sacred 
name ? • 

She read his thoughts. “Yes,” .she said hardily, “why 
not?” * , 

He turned on her. “Why not?” he cried. “Why 
not?^ You dare to thank Him, who last night denied 
Him? You dare to name His* name in the light, who in 
the darkness You I Anc^you are not afraid ?” 

“ Afraid ? ” she repeated. There was a strange light, 
almost a smile Ijp would have deemed it had he thought 
that possible, in her face, “Nay, perhaps; perhap.s. 
For even the devils, we are told, believe and tremble,” 

His jaw fell ; foj a moment he gazed at her in sheer 
bewilderment Then, as the full import ofrher words and 
her look overwhelmed him, he turno4^^ the wall and 
bowed his face on his arms. His whole being shook, 
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h!s soul was sick. Whatwas he to say to her What 
was he to do? Flee from her presence as from the 
presence of Antichrist? Avoid her hencefort^*^ as he 
valued his souj? Pluck even the«memc^ of her from 
his miild ? Or wrestle with her, argue wijh her, snatch 
her from the foul spells and enchantments that now held 
her, the tool and chosen instrument of the evil one, in 
their fiendish grip ? ^ 

He felt a Churchman’g horror — Protestant as he was 
— at the thought of a womc,n possessed. But for that 
reason, and because he was in the way of becoming a 
minister, was it not his duty to measure his strength 
with the Adversary? Alas! he could conceive of no 
^?5rds, no thoughts, no arguments adeqiSate to that 
strife. Had he b6en rf Papist he might have turned 
with hope, even with pious confidence, to the Holy 
Stoup, the Bell and Book and Candle, to the Relics, 
and hundred Exorcisms of his Church. But the colder 
and more abstract faith of Calvin, while it admitted the 
possibility of such possessions, supplied no weapons of a 
material kind. » 

He groaned in his impotence, stifled by the unwhole- 
some atmosphere of his thoughts. IJe dared not even 
ponder too long on what she was who' stood beside him ; 
nor peer too closely through the murky veil that hid her 
being. To do so might be to risk his soul, to become a 
partner in her guilt. Pie might conjecture what dark 
thoughts and dreadful aptitudes lurked behind the girl’s 
gentle mask, he might strive to learn by^what black arts 
she had been seduced, what p6wer over visible things 
had been the price of her apostasy, what Sabbath-mark, 
seal and pledge of that apostasy she bore — but at what 
peril ! At what risk of soul and body f His brain reeled, 
his blood racechMMhe thought. 

Such things had lately been, he knew. Had there fiot 
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bepn a dreadful outbreak in ^Sace — Alsace, the neigh- 
bour almost of Geneva — within the last few years. In 
Thann^d Tflrckheim, places within a couple of days' 
journey of Gen^a, scenes had suffered for such practices ; 
and some of ^iiese not old and ugly, but young and 
handsome, girls and pages of the Court and young 
wives! Had not the most unlikely persons confessed 
to practices the most dreadful? The most innocent in 
appearance to things unspeakable ! 

But — ^with a sudden revuliaion of feeling — that was in 
Alsace, he told himself. That was in Alsace ! Such 
things did not happen here at men’s clbq,ws I He must 
have been mad to think it or dream it. And, lifting his 
head, he loolfbd about him. The sun had risen highci^' 
the rich vale of the Rhone, eiAend^d at his feet, lay 
bathed in air and light and brightness. The burnished 
hills, the brown, tilled slopes, the gleaming river, the 
fairness of that rare landscape clad in morning freshness, 
gave the lie to the suspicions he had been indulging, 
gave the lie, there and then, to possibilities he dared not 
have denied in school oi* pulpit. Nature spoke to his 
heart, and with smiling face denied the unnatural. In 
Bamberg and Wur/Jburg and Alsacj^, but not here! In 
Magdeburg, but nof here ! In Edinburgh, but not here ! 
The world of beauty and light and growth on which he 
looked would have none of tlie dark devil’s world of 
which he had been dreaming the dark devil’s world 
which the sophists and churchmen and the wcak-witted 
of twoscore genejjations had built up ! 

He turned and looked at her, the scales fallen from 
his eyes. Though she was still pale, she had recovered 
her composure and she met his gaze without blenching. 
But now, behind th? passive defiance, grave rather than 
sullen, which she presented to his attswi^pthe weakness, 
the helplessness, the heart pain of the woman were plain. 
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He discerned them, afld while he hungered for a more 
explicit denial, for a cry of indignant protest, for apassion* 
ate repudiation, he found some comfort in that looL And 
his heart spoke. “ I do not believe,it I ” he criecr impetu- 
ously,^ perfect forgetfulness of the fact mat he had not 
put his charge into words. " I do not — I will not I Only 
s?y that it is false ! And I will say no more.” 

Her answer was as cold water thrown upon him. “ I 
will tell ydh nothing,” she answered. 

“ Why not ? Why not ? i!. he cried. 

“ You ask why not,” sh*e answered slowly. “Are you 
so short of meipory ? Is it so long since, against my will 
and prayers, you came into yonder house — that you forget 
“l^at I said and what I did ? And what you promised?” 

“My God!” he' cried in excitement “You do not 
know where you stand ! You do not know what perils 
threaten yoa This is no time,” he continued, holding 
out his hands to her in growing agitation, “ for sticking 
on scruples or raising trifles. Tell me all I” 

“ I will tell you nothing 1 ” she replied with the same 
quiet firmness. “ I have suffered. I suffer. Can you 
not suffer a little ? ” 

“Not blasphemy!” he said. “ I^ot thatl Tell me” 
— his voice, his face grew suppliant — tell me only that it 
was not your voice, Anne. Tell me that it was not you ' 
who spoke ! Tell me — but that.” 

“ I will tell you nothing ! ” she answered in the same 
tone. 

“ You do not know ” 

“ I know what it is you have in your mind I ” she 
replied. “What it is you are thinking of me. That 
they will bum me in the Bourg du Four presently, as they 
burned the girl in Aix last year ! As they burned the 
woman in Beiatt^on not many months since; I have 
seen those who saw it. As they did to two w(xnen 
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in Zurich — my mother was tlyre Y As they did to five 
hundf^ people in Geneva in my grandfather’s time. 
It is tl|it,” she continued, a strange wild light in her 
eyes, “feat ycM thirj)« they will do to me?” 

“ God forbid* ” he cried. * 

“ Nay, you may do it, too, if you choose,” she answered, 
gravely regarding him. “ But I do not think you wUl, 
for you are young, almost as young as I am, and, having 
done it, you would have many years to livef and think. 
You would remember in tijpse years that it was my 
mother who nursed your father, that it was you who 
came to us not we to you, that it was you who promised 
to aid us, not I who sought your aid ! You would re- 
member all *hese things of a morning when you awoke 
early : and this — that in the end* you*gave me up to the 
law and burned me.” 

“ God forbid ! ” he cried, and hid his face with his 
hands. The very quietness of her speech set an edge 
on horror. “ God forbid ! ” 

“^y, but men allow ! ” she answered drearily. “ What 
if I was mad last night, ^nd in my madness denied my 
Maker? I am sane to-day, but I must burn, if it be 
known 1 I must burn ! ” 

“ Not by m/ mdbth ! ” he criea, nis brow damp with 
sweat. “ Never, I swear it ! If there be guilt, on my 
head‘*be the guilt ! ” 

“ You mean it ? You mean that ? ” she said. 

“ I do." 

“You will be silent?” 

“ I will." 

Her lips parted, hope in her eyes shone — hope which 
showed how deep her despair had been. “ And you will 
ask no questions ? *• she whispered. 

“ I will ask no questions,” he answeerjp He stifled a 
sigh. 
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She drew a deep bfbath,of relief, but she did not thank 
him. It was a thing for which no thanks could Ire given. 
She stood a while, sad and thoughtful, redoing, it 
seemed, on what had passed ; then sh^ turned slowly 
and l^t him, ‘crossed the open space, ai^ entered the 
house, walking as one under a heavy burden. 
n And he ? He remained, troubled at one time by the 
yearning to follow and comfort and cherish her ; cast 
at another *into a cofd sweat by the recollection of that 
voice in the night, and the .strange ties which bound her 
to Basterga. Innocent, it seemed to him, that connection 
could not be. Based on aught but evil it could hardly 
be. Yet he must endure, witness, cloak it. He must 
ITait, helpless and inactive, the issue of it, ‘ He must lie 
on the rack, drawli ont way by love of her, drawn the 
other by daily and hourly suspicions, suspicions so strong 
and so terrible that even love could hardly cast them out. 

For the voice he had heard at midnight, and the horrid 
laughter, which greeted the words of sacrilege — were facts. 
And her subjection to Basterga, the man of evil past 
the evil name, was a fact. And her terror and her 
avowal were facts. He could not doubt, he could not 
deny them. Only — rhe loved her. He loved her even 
while he doubted her, even while he ac^'mitted that women 
as young and as innocent had been guilty of the blackest ' 
practices and the most evil arts. He loved her and he 
suffered : doubting, thoi^gh he could not abandon her. 
The air was fresh about him, the world lay sunlit under 
his eyes. But the beauty of the worl^ had not saved 
young and tender women, who on such mornings had 
walked barefoot, none comforting them, to the fiery 
expiation of their crimes. Perhaps — perhaps among the 
thousands who had witnessed their l9st agony, one man 
hidden in the i^Mwd, had vainly closed ears and eyes, one 
man had died a hundred deaths in one. 
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.AUCTIO FIT: VENIT VITA. 

In his spacious chestnut-panelled parlour, in a high- 
backed oaken chair that ha? throned for centuries tlie 
Abbots of Bellerive, Messer Blondel sat brooding with 
his chin upon his breast The chestnut-panelled parlour 
was new. TJje shields of the Cantons which formed a 
frieze above the panels shone brightly* the or and azure, 
gules and argent of their quarterings, undimmcd by time 
or wood-smoke. The innumerable panes of the long 
heavily leaded windows which looked out on the Bourg 
du Four were still rain-proof ; the light which they ad- 
mitted still found something garish in the portrait of the 
Syndic— by Schouten — that formed the central panel of 
the mantelpiece. New and stately, the room had not its 
pair in Geneva ; and dear to 'its owner's heart had it 
been a short, a very short time before. He had antici- 
pated no more lasting pleasure, looked forward to no 
safer fratification for his declining years, than to sit, as 
he now sat, surrounded by its grandeur. In due time — 
not at once, lest the people take alarm or his enemies 
occasion — he had determined to rebuild the whole house 
after the same faShion. The plans of the oaken gallery, 
the staircase and dining-chamber, prepared by a trusty 
craftsman of Basie, lay at this moment in the drawer of 
the bureau beside Ms chair. 

Now all was changed. A hat had g^4p»forth, which 
placqd him alike beyond the envy of his friends, and the 

I2g 
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hatred of his foes, pust die. He must die, and 
leave these pleasant things, this goodly room, thjft^'.’ture 
of which he had dreamed. Another man would ate warm 
in the chamber he had prepare^; another vH^uld be 
Syndi^, and b&r his wand. The years o¥ stately plenty 
which he had foreseen, were already as lasfyear’s harvest. 
IJo wonder that the sheen of portrait and panel, the pride 
of echoing oak, were fled ; or that the ^es with which 
he gazed dti the thirlgs about him were dull and lifeless. 

Dull and lifeless at o%e moment, and clouded by the 
apathy of despair ; at anatfier bright with the fierce fever 
of revolt In the one phase or the other he had passed 
many hours of" late, some of them amid the dead-sea 
grandeur of this room. And he had hac^his hours of 
hope also. A forfeiight back a ray of hope, bright as the 
goblin light which shines the more brilliantly the darker 
be the night, had shone on him and amused and en- 
chanted him. And then, in one moment, God and man 
— or if not God, the devil — had joined to quench the 
hope ; and this morning he sat sunk in deepest despair, 
all in and around him dark. Hitherto he had regarded 
appearances. He had hidden alike his malady and his 
fears, his apathy and hio mad revolt ; he had lived as 
usual. But this morning he was beyc<nd that. He could 
not rouse himself, he could not be doing. His servants^ 
wondering why he did not go abroad or betake Himself 
to some task, came and peeped at him, and went away 
whispering and pointing^ ind nudging one another. And 
he knew it. But he paid no heed to them or to anything, 
until it happened that his eyes, resting <Rilly on the street, 
marked a man who paused before the door and looked 
at the house, in doubt it seemed, whether he should seek 
to enter or should pass on. 

For an ap^jii^jl^able time the Syndic watched the loiterer 
without seeing him. What did it matter to a dying^ man 
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— amito whom heaven, im^lhssiVe, abandoned to the 
eirif^jKrs — who came or who went? But by>and-by 
his eye^conveved the identity of the man to his brain ; 
and he rose to^is fedt, laying his hands on a bell which 
stood on thejtable beside him. In the act offinging 
he changed his mind, and laying the bell down, he strode 
himself to the outer door, the house door, and opened ft. 
The man was Jtill in the street. Scarcely shewing him- 
self, Blondel caught his eye, sigaed to him to enter, and 
held the door while he did sdf ^ 

Claude Mercier — for he it was — entered awkwardly. 
He followed the Syndic into the parlour, and standing 
with his cap in his hand, began shamefacedly to explain 

that he had Some to learn how the Syndic was, after 

after that which had happened He did not finish 

the sentence. 

For that matter, Blondel did not allow him to finish. 
He had passed at sight of the youth into the other of the 
two conditions between which his days were divided. 
Hi# feyes glittered, his hands trembled. “ I lave you done 
anything?” he asked eagefly ; and the voice in which he 
said it surprised the young mai^ “ Have you done any- 
thing?” 

, “ As to Basterga, do you mean, Messer Syndic ? " 

" Asrto what else ? What elsg ? ” 

** No, Messer Blondel, I have not.” 

“ Nor learned anything ? ” 

“ No, nothing.” 

“But you donl^ mean — to leave it there?” Blondel 
cried, his voice rising high. And he sat down and rose 
up ^ain. “ You have done nothing, but you are going 
to do something? What will it be? What?” And 
then as he discern^ the other’s surpri^^ and read 
suspicion in his eyes, he curbed himsei^Towered his 
tone,* and with an effort was himself “Young man,” 

9 
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he said, wiping his b^w,*“ I am still ridden — ^ what 
happened last night I have lain, since we partM, uilder 
an overwhelming sense of the presence of evil. |3f evil,” 
he repeated, still speaking a little^ wildl;J|| “ such as this 
God-fdhring town should not know even b^^repute 1 You 
think me over-anxious? But I have felt the hot blast 
of the furnace on my cheek, my head bears even now 
the smell of the burning. Hell gapes neai* us I ” He was 
beginning to tremble afresh, partly with impatience of 
this parleying, partly wit^h^- anxiety to pluck from the 
other his answer. The glitter was returning to his eyes. 
“ Hell gapes near us,” he repeated. “ And I ask you, 
young man, what are you going to do?” 

“I?”. 

“Yes, you ! ” 

Claude stared. “What would you have me do? "he 
asked. 

“ What would you have done last night ? ” the Syndic 
retorted. “Did you ask me then? Did you wait for 
my permission ? Did you wait even for my presence ? " 

“ No, but ” 

“But what?” 

“ Things are changed.” 

“Changed? How?” Blondel’s fone sank to one of 
unnatural calm ; but hi^ frame shook and his fa^e was 
purple with the pressure he put upon himself. “What 
is changed ? Who has «:hanged it ? ” he continued ; to 
see his chance of life hang on the will of this imbecile 
was almost more than he could bear, Speak out I Let 
me know what has happened.” 

“ You know what happened as well as I do," Claude 
answered slowly. He had given j^is word to the girl 
that he woi jltijio t interfere, but he began to see difficulties 
of which he nfiw not thought. “ It was enough for me I 
He may be all you said he was, Messer Syndic, but-*—" 
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you no longer bum t<f break the spell?" Blondel 
1‘You^no longer desire to snatch from him the 
womanjyou low ? You will stand by and see her perish 
body and soul fi this ^eb of iniquity ? You are frightened, 
and will leavq^her to the law ! ” He thrust out his thin 
fished face, his pointed beard wagging malignantly. 
“For that is what will come of it I To the law, you 
understand ! F warn you, the magistrates in Seneva bear 
not the sword in vain.” • 

The young man’s brow gfey damp. The crisis was 
nearerthan he had feared. “ But— she has done nothing!” 
he faltered. 

“The tool with the hand that uses it! The idol and 
him who made it I ’’ the Syndic <yied, ewaying himself to 
and fro. 


Claude stared. “But you know nothing I" he made 
shift to say after a pause. “ You have nothing against 

her, Messer Blondel. He may be all you say, but she ” 

“ I have ears ! " 

Tne tone said more than the words, and Claude 
trembled. He knew the Vidth of the net where witch- 
craft or blasphemy was in question. He knew that, were 
astei^a seized, all, in the house w^uld be taken with 
mm, and though men often escaped for the fright, it was 
seldom that women went free so cheaply. The knowledge 
m this tied his tongue; and urgent as he felt the need to 
be, he could only glare helplessly at the magistrate. 

Blonde , on his part, saw the effect of his words, and 
d«^rately resol^ to force the young man to his will, 
he follo^ up the blow. " If you would see her bum 
^1 aud g^l ho cried. “It is for you to choose. 
&lber break the 5^(11. bring me the bo*, and set he^ 

tree , or see the law take its course I Lastni^t- ” 

“Last n^ht," Claude replied, hurt to the^iclc. “you 
were not so bold, Messer Blondel I ” ^ 
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The Syndic wincelS, but merged his wrattf^n an 
anxiety a thousand times deeper. “Last niglw is^a't 
to-day,” he answered. “Midnight is not daylight! I 
have told you where the spell i^ wherfc, at least, it is 
reputdU to be, what it does, and under wl^t sway it lays 
her; you who love her — and I see you do — ^you who have 
access to the house at all hours, who can watch him 
out ” . 

“ We watched him out last night 1 ” Claude muttered. 

“ Ay, but day is day I , fn the daylight ” 

“ But it is not laid on me to do this 1 I am not the 

only one ” 

“You love her I ” 

“ Whp has access to the house." 

“ Are you a coward ? " 

Claude breathed hard. He was driven to the wall. 
Between his promise to her, and the Syndic's demand, 
he found himself helpless. And the demand was not so 
unreasonable. For it was true that he loved her, and 
that he had access to the house ; and if the plan suggested 
seemed unusual, if it was not Ihe course most obvious or 
most natural, it was hardly for him to cavil at a scheme 
which promised to*save her, not orjly from the evil in- 
fluence which mysteriously swayed her, but from the law, 
and the danger of an accusation of witchcraft. > Apart 
from his promise he would have chosen this course ; as 
it had been his first impulse to pursue it the evening 
before. But now he had given his word to her that he 
would not interfere, and he was consc^us that he under- 
stood but in part how she stood. That being so 

“ A coward ! ” the Syndic repeated, savagely and 
coarsely. He had waited in intole^ble suspense for the 
other’s an^&n “That is what you are, with all )Wir 
boasting !--Sr^oward ! Afraid of— why, man, of what 
are you afraid ? Basterga?” 
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J^Viay be," 
>^^Werga? 
stopped ; an\ 


Claude answered'sullenly. 

Why ” But on the word 


Blondel 


stopped ; an^ over his face came a startling change. 
The rage die/ out <5f it and the flush ; find fear, and a 
cringing embarrassment, took the place of them. * In the 
same instant the change was made, and Claude saw 


that which caused it Basterga himself stood in the 
half-open dodhvay, looking towards them. • 


For a few seconds no one apoke. The magistrate’s 
tongue clave to the roof of jiis mouth, as the scholar 
advanced, cap in hand, and bowed to one and the other. 


The florid politeness of his bearing thinly veiling the 
sarcasm of his address when he spoke. 

“O mire ^onjunctio!" he said. Happy ij Geneva 
where age thinks no shame of consorting with youth 1 
And youth, thrice happy, imbibes wisdom at the feet of 


age! Messer Blondel,” he continued, looking to him, 
and dropping in a degree the irony of his tone, “ I 
have not seen you for so long, I feared that something 
was amiss, and I come to inquire. It is not so, I 
hope ? • 


The Syndic, unable to magk his confusion, forced a 
sickly phrase of denial. He had* dreaded nothing so 
much as to be surprised by Basterga in the young man’s 
company: for his conscience jvarned him that to find 
him with Mercier and to read his plan, would be one 
and the same thing to the scholar’s astuteness. And 
here was the discoveiy made, and made so abruptly and 
at so unfortunat%a moment that to carry it off was out 
of his ^wer, though he knew that every halting word 
and guilty look bore witness against him. 

" No ? that is wel^" Basterga answered, smiling broadly 
as he glanced from one face to the other. Jllbat is well ! " 
He had the air of a good-natured peda^^^e who espies 
his *boys in a venial offence, and will not notice it save 



136 TI& LONG NIGHT • 
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by a sly word. “Very well ! And you, my friA^he 
continued, addressing Claude, “is it not trye wh^I^i^> 

Terque Quaterque rcd>t 1 \ 

You flfid in haste last night, but we meet^again I Your 
method in affairs is the reverse, I fear, of that which 
your friend here would advise : namely, that to carry 
out a plant one shouid begin slowly, and end quickly ; 
thereby putting on the«true helmet of Plato, as it has 
,'been called by a learned !pfrglishman of our time.” 

Claude glowered at him, almost as much at a loss as 
the Syndic, but for another reason. To exchange com- 
monplaces with the man who held the woman he loved 
by an eyil hold, who owned a power so baneful, so foul 
, — to bandy words with such an one was beyond him. 
He could only glare at him in speechless indignation. 

“You bear malice, I fear,” the big man said There 
was no doubt that he was master of the situation. “ Do 
you know that in the words of the same learned person 
whom I have cited — a marvellous exemplar amid tfeat 
fog-headed people — ^vindictivd persons live the life of 
witches, who as they arq mischievous, so end they un- 
fortunate.” ^ 

The blood left Claude's face. " What do you mean ? ” 
he muttered, finding hi§ voice at last. v 

“Who hates, burns. Who loves, bums also. But that 
is by the way.” 

“Bums ?” 

“ Ay,” with a grin, “ bums 1 It seqgns to come home 
to you. Burns ! Fie, young man ; you hate, I fear, 
beyond measure, or love beyond measure, if you so fear 
the fire. What, you must leave u? It is not very 
mannerly, sarcasm, “to go ^ile I speak I” 

But Clauderould bear no more. He snatched his cap 
fix>m the table, and with an incoherent word, aimed at 
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the S)^dic and meant for leavfe-teklng, he made for the 
it open and disappeared. 

The Icholar'smiled as he looked after him. " A foolish 
young man," Ij^ said? “ who will assuredljr, if he be not 
stayed, end i^fortunate. It is the way of Fregchmen, 
Messer Biondel. They act without method and strike 
without intention, bear into age the follies of youth, and 
wear the gravity neither of the n(jrth nor of the south. 
But that reminds me,” he conjinued, speaking low and 
bending towards the other «rith a look of sympathy — 
“you are better, I hope?” * 

The words were harmless, but they conveyed more 
than their surface meaning, and they touched the Syndic 
to the quick? He had begun to compose himself ; now he 
had much ado not to gnash his t^eth in the schcflar’s face. 
“ Better ? ” he ejaculated bitterly. “ What chance have I of 
being better? Better? Are you?” He began to tremble, 
his hands on the arms of his chair. “ Otherwise, if you 
are not, you will soon have cause to know what I feel.” 

** I am better,” Basterga answered with fervour. “ I 
thank Heaven for it.” 

Biondel rose to his feet, his hands still clutching the 
chair. “What!” he cried. “Yow — you have not tried 
. the ” 

“The remedium?" The scholar shook his head. 
“No, on the contrary, I am relieved from my fears. 
The alcrm was baseless. I h#ve it not, I thank Heaven. 
I have not the disease. Nor, if there be any certainty in 
medicine, shall^^ave it.” 

The Syndic, alas for human nature, could have struck 
him in the face I 

“You have it not?" he snarled. " You have it not?” 
And then regaining control of himselff “ I suppose 1 
ought,” with a forced and ghastly siiSili^“to felicitate 
ydu <Mi your escape”. 
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“Rather to felidtafe ’ ^ourself,” Basterga ai^^ted. 
"Or so I had hoped two days ago.” “* 

“Myself?” 

“Yes,” Basterga replied lightly.* “FV as soon as I 
found that I had no need of the remediun^ I thought of 
yoa That was natural. And it occurred to me — nay. 
calm yourself!” 

“ Quick Quick ! ^ * 

“ Nay, calm yourselli my dear Messer Blondel," 
Basterga repeated with outward solicitude and inward 
amusement. “ Be calm, or you will do yourself an 
injury ; you will indeed ! In your state you should be 
prudent ; you should govern yourself — one never knows. 
‘And besides, the tjiought, to which I refe? — I see you 
recognise what it was-^ — ” '* 

“ Yes ! yes ! Go on I Go on I ” 

“ Proved futile.” 

“Futile?” 

“ Yes, I am sorry to say it. Futile.” 

“Futile!" The wretched man’s voice rose almoslTto 
a scream as he repeated the word. He rose and sat 

down again. “ Then how did you — why did you ” 

He stopped, fighting fipr words, and, unable to frame them, 
clutched the air with his hands. A moment he mouthed , 
dumbly, then “Tell me!" he gasped, “Speak,»man, 
speak I How was it ? (Cannot you see — that you ■are 
killing me ? ^ • 

Basterga saw indeed that he had gone nearer to it 
than he had intended : for a moment y^e starting eyes 
and purple face alarmed him. In all haste, he gave up 
playing with the others fears. “ It occurred to me," he 
said, “ that as 1 no longer needed the medicine myself, 
there was only the Grand Duke to 1^ considered. -I 
thought thaWfr might be willing to waive his claim, 
since he is as yet free from the disease. And four ddys 
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ago A despatched a messenger kvhom I could trust to 
atiTurin. I had hopes of a favourable reply, and in 
that ^^nt, I ^ould not have lost a minute in waiting 
upon you. ^*or I am bound to say, Afesser Blondel” 
— the big map rubbed his chin and eyed the (|ther be* 
nevolently — "your case appealed to me in an especial 
manner. I felt myself moved, I scarcely know why, 
to do all I could on your behalf. Alas, the answer 
dashed my hopes.” . 

“What was it?” Blondnl’s voice sounded hollow and 
unnatural. Sunk in the htgh-backed chair, his chin 
fallen on his breast, it was in his eyes alone, peering 
from below bent brows, that he seemed to live. 

" He wotfld not waive his claim,” Basterga answered 
gently, “ save on a — but in subs’tance that was till.” 

Blondel raised himself slowly and stiffly in the chair. 
His lips parted. “ In substance?” he muttered hoarsely, 
“ There was more then ? ” ^ 

Basterga shrugged his shoulders. “ There was. Save, 
th® Grand Duke added, on the condition — but the con- 
dition which followed was inadmissible.” 

Blondel gave vent to a cackling laugh. “ Inadmis- 
sible?” he muttered. “ Inadmissible.” And then, “You 
are not a dying* man, Messer Basterga, or you would 
think — few things inadmissible ". 

“ Impossible, then.” 

“What was it? What ^as it?” — with a gesture 
eloquent of the impatience that was choking him. 

“ He asked,” Basterga replied reluctantly, “ a price.” 

‘ A price ? ” 

The big man nodded. 

The Syndic rose up and sat down again. “ Why did 
you not say so?^ Why did you not say so at once?” 
he cried fiercely. “Is it about thaf^pVti have been 
fencing all this time? Is that what you were seeking? 
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And I fancied — priofe,‘e4i? I suppose" — in i lower 
tone, and with a gleam of cunning in his eyes — ^“ih.e 
not really want — ^the impossible ? I am dot a very rich 
man, Messer ^astefga — ^you know* that 
you wc^ild tell him. You would tell hin^ that men do 
not count wealth here as they do in Genoa or Venice, 
or even in Florence. I am sure you would put him 
right on that," with ^ faint whine in his tone. “ He 
would not strip a man t^ the last rag. He would not 
ask — thousands for it.” 

* No,” Basterga answered, with something of asperity 
and even contempt in his tone. “ He does not ask 
thousands for it, Messer Blondel. But he asks, none 
'tfee less, something you cannot give.” 

“ Mondy?” 

•' No." 

“ Then — what is it ? ” Blondel leant forward in grow- 
ing fury^ "'Why do you fence with me? What is it, 
man ? ” 

Basterga did not answer for a moment. At length, 
shrugging his shoulders, and speaking between jest and 
earnest, “The town of Geneva,” he said. “No more, 
no less.” 

The Syndic started violently, then was still. But the , 
hand which in the first instant of surprise he had raised 
to shield his eyes, trembleci ; and behind it great drops 
of sweat rose on his brow, juid bore witness to the con- 
flict in his breast. 

“ You are jesting,” he said presently, ^thout removing 
his hand. 

"It is no jest,” Basterga answered soberly. “You 
know the Grand Duke’s keen desire. We have talked 
of it before. And were it only a mafter," he shrugged 
his shoulders,’**W the how — of ways and means in fact 
— there need be no impossibility, your position beiftg 
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what h is. But I know the feeiiog you entertain on the 
sujsiect, Messer Blohdcl ; and though I do not agree 
^vith for we look at the thing from different sides, 
I had no hope^at yeu would come to it” 

“Never!” 

“ No. So much so, that I had it in my mind to keep 
the condition to myself. But ” 

“ Why did you not, then ? ” 

“ Hope against hope,” the bi^ man answered, with a 
shrug and a laugh. “ After ^11, a live dog is better than 
a dead lion — only you will not see it. We are ruled, 
the most of us, by our feelings, and die for our side 
without asking ourselves whether a single person would 
be a ducat the worse if the other side won It is 
philosophical,” with another shrug. * That is aM.” 

Apparently Blondel was not listening, for “ The Duke 
must be mad I ” he ejaculated, as the other uttered his 
last word 

“Oh no.” 

Mad 1 ” the Syndic repeated harshly, his eyes still 
shaded by his hand. “ Qocs he think,” with bitterness, 
“that I am the man to run through the streets crying 
* Viva Savoia 1 ’ To raise a hbpcless dmeute at the head 
of the drunken ruffians who, since tTie war, have been the 
* curse pf the place! And be thrown into the common 
jail, and hurried thence to tUb scaffold I If he looks 
for that " 

“ He does not.” 

“ He is mad.” 

“ He does noi^ Basterga repeated, unmoved. “ The 
Grand Duke is as sane as I am." 

“ Then what does he expect ? ” 

But th§^ig mai#laughed. “ No, no, Masser Blondel,” 
he said “You push me too far. YouiWsan nothing; 
and meaning nothing, all’s said and done. 1 wish,” he 



H* TI}E LONG biGHT 

continued, rising to his fiset, and reverting to ti(^ tone 
of sympathy which he had for the moment laid asW^ 
“ I wish I might endeavour to show you^he thing as I 
see it, in a wor^, as a philosopher sees it,^^d as men of 
culturcpin all ages, rising above the prejudices of the 
vulgar, have seen it. For after all, as Persius says. 

Live while thou liv’st I for death \\dll make us all, 

A name, a noth[ng, but an old wife’s tale, ** 

But I must not,** reluctaittly. “ I know that.” 

The Syndic had lowececl his hand; but he still sat 
with his eyes averted, gazing sullenly at the corner of 
the floor. 

^ “ I knew it when I came,” Basterga resi^med after a 
pause, “end therefore I ,was loth to speak to you.” 

“Yes.” 

“You understand, I am sure?" 

. The^Svndic moved in his chair, but did not speak, 
and Basterga took up his cap with a sigh. “I would 
I had brought you better news, Messer Blondel,” he said, 
as he rose and turned to go. “ But Cor ne edito ! I am 
the happier for speaking, though I have done no good ! ” 
And with a gesture of farewell, not without its dignity, 
he bowed, opened the door, and went out, leaving the 
Syndic to his reflections. 
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BY THIS OR THAJ. 

Long after Bastcrga, with 34? exultant smile and the 
words " I have limed him ! oif his lips, had passed into 
the Bourg du Four and gone to his lodging, the Syndic 
sat frowning in his chair. From time to time a sigh deep 
and heart-rending, a sigh that must have melted cv^ 
Petitot, even Baudichon, swelled^his treast ; artd more 
than once he raised his eyes to his painted effigy over 
the mantel, and cast on it a look that claimed the pity of 
men and Heaven. 

Nevertheless with each sigh and glance, though sigh 
an^J .glance lost no whit of their fervour, it might have 
been observed that his fac<jgrew brighter ; and that little 
by little, as he reflected on what had passed, he sat more 
firmly and strongly in his chaif. 

, Not that he purposed buying his life at the price which 
ISasterga had put bn it Never ! But when a ship is on 
the lee-shore it is pleasant to know that if one anchor 
fails to hold there is a second^ albeit a borrowed one. 
The knowledge steadies the nerves and enables the mind 
to deal more firmly with the crisis. Or — to put the image 
tn a shape nearer lb the fact — though the power to escape 
by a shameful surrender may sap the courage of the 
garrison, it may also enable it to array its defences with- 
out panic^The SjRidic, for the present aj^ least, enter- 
tained no thought of saving himself hykt/a shameful 
compliance ; it was indeed because the compliance was 
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so shameful, and tlie ^impossibility of stooping to it so 
complete, that he sighed thus deeply, and raised eyes so 
piteous to his own portrait. He who sto^ almosic in tne' 
position of Pater Patriae to Geneva, to'^etray Geneva! 
He th^e father of his country to betray his country! 
Perish the thought ! But, alas, he too must perish, unless 
he could hit on some other way of winning the remedium. 
Still, it is not to be gainsaid that the Syndic went 
about the search for this other way in a more cheerful 
spirit ; and revolved this plan and that plan in a mind 
more at ease. The ominous shadow of the night, the 
sequent gloom of the morning were gone ; in their place 
rode an almost giddy hopefulness to which no scheme 
^eemed too fanciful, no plan without its promise. Betray 
his couiitry ! Never, nsver ! Though, be it noted, there 
was small scope in the Republic for such a man as him- 
self, and he had received and could receive but a tithe of 
he deserved ! While other men, Baudichon 
and Petitot for instance, to say nothing of Fabri and Du 
Pin, reaped where they had not sown. , 

That, by the way ; for it had naught to do with the 
matter in hand — the discovery of a scheme which would 
place the remedium within his grasp. He thought 
awhile of the young student. He might make a second 
attempt to coerce him. But Claude’s flat refus^ to gd 
farther with the matter, a refusal on which, up to the 
time of Basterga’s abrupt entrance, the Syndic had made 
no impression, was a factor ; and reluctantly, after some 
thought, Blondel put him out of his mind. 

To do the thing himself was hi^ next idea. But 
the scare of the night before had given him a distaste 
for the house ; and he shrank from the attempt with a 
timidity he did not understand. Ha held ^ room in 
abhorrence,4he house in dread ; and though he told him- 
self that in the last resort — perhaps hs meant the last, but 
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one — h'e should venture, whil^fhere was any other way 
he put that plan aside. 

And there w^ another way : there were others through 
whom the thi^g coultt be done. Grio, indeed, who had 
access to the rgom and the box, was Basterga’s craature ; 
and the Syndic dared not tamper with him. But there 
was a third lodger, a young fellow, of whom the inquiries 
he had made* respecting the house had apprised him. 
Blondel had met Gentilis morc^ than once, and marked 
him ; and the lad’s weak chin and shifty eyes, no less 
than the servility with which fie saluted the magistrate 
had not been lost on the observer. The youth, granted he 
was not under Basterga’s thumb, was unlikely to refuse a 
request backdH by authority. 

As he reflected, the very person Vho was in liis thoughts 
passed the window, moving with the shuffling gait and 
sidelong look which betrayed his character. The 
took his presence for an omen : temj>*cd by it, he rose 
precipitately, seized his head-gear and cane, and hurried 
into«the street. He glanced up and down, and saw Louis 
in the distance moving iit the direction of the College. 
Me followed. Three or four youths, bearing books, were 
hastening in the same direction thro!4gh the narrow street 
of the Coppersmitjis, and the Syndic fell in behind them. 
He dared not hasten over-much^ for a dozen curious eyes 
watched him from the noisy beetle-browed stalls on either 
side ; and presently, finding th^ he did not gain, he was 
making up his mind to await a better occasion, when 
Louis, abandoning;^ companion who had just joined him, 
dived into one of the brassfounders* shops. 

The Syndic walked on slowly, returning here and there 
a reverential salute. He was nearly at the gate of the 
College, when Loui^ late and in haste, overfeok him, and 
hurried by him. Blondel doubted an instant what he 
shotlld do; doubted now the moment for action was 
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come the wisdom of the'itep he nad in his mindl But 
a feverish desire to act had seized upon him, and after a. 
moment’s hesitation he raised his voice, Young man,’^ ’ 
he said, “ a moment f Here ! ” " /* 

Lours, not quite out of earshot, tui^ed, found the 
magistrate’s eye upon him, wavered, and at last came to 
him. He cringed low, wondering what he had done 
amiss. , 

" I know your face,” .Blondel said, fixing him with a 
penetrating look. “Do you not lodge, my lad, in a 
house in the Corraterie?* Near the Porte Tertasse?” 

“Yes, Messer Syndic,” Louis answered, overpowered 
by the honour of the great man’s address, and still 
Wondering what evil was in store for hir&. 

“The Mire Royaume’s?” 

“Yes, Messer Syndic.” 

you can do me — or rather ” — with an expression 
of ^wingx severity —“you can do the State a service. 
Step this way, and listen to me, young man ! ” And 
his asperity increased by the fear that he was taking, an 
unwise step, he told the youth, in curt stiff sentences, 
such facts as he thought necessary. 

The young student listened thunderstruck, his mouth 
open, and an expression of fatuous*' filarm on his face. 

“ Letters ? ” he muttered, when the Syndic had come to 
a certain point in the story he had decided to tell. 

“Yes, papers of impostance to the State," the Syndic 
replied weightily, “ of which it is necessary that possession 
should be taken as quietly as possibly ” 

“ And they are ” 

"They are in the steel box chained to the wall of 
his apartment. Be it your task, young man, to bring 
the Imx and the letters unread atfi untouched to me. 
Opportunities of securing them in Messer Basterga’s 
absence cannot but occur," he continued more benignly. 
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" Choose one wisely, use it boldly, and the care of your 
^ikrtune^ will be in better hands than yours I A word to 
Bastei^ on tl^ other hand,” Blondel continued slowly, 
and with a deadly looli — he had not failed 4o notice that 
Louis winced at the name of Basterga — " and you will 
find yourself in the prison of the Two Hundred, destined 
to share the fate of the conspirators.” 

The young ^an began to shake. “Conspirators?” 
he cried faintly. The word brought vividly before him 
the horrors of the scafibld and the wheel. “ Oh, Lord 1 
Oh, Lord I Why did I go to that house to lodge ? ” 

“ Do your duty," the Syndic said, “ and you need fear 
nothing.” 

“But if I citnnot — do it?" the^outh stamme];pd, KIS 
teeth chattering. He to penetrate to Basterga’s room 
unbidden 1 He to rob the formidable man and perhaps 
be caught in the act ! He to deceive him and meet his 
eye at meals! Impossible! “But if -i T anttet — doit?” 
he repeated, cowering. 

‘IT^e State knows no such word ! " the Syndic re-' 
turned grimly. “ Cannot,”* he continued slowly, “ means 
will not. Do your duty and (par nothing. Do it not, 
pause, hesitate, bre«yfhe but a syllable of that which I 
have told you, and^ou will have all to fear. All ! ” 

He saw too late that it was h^ himself who had all to 
fear ; that in taking the lad before him into his confidence, 
he had placed himself in the haads of a craven. But he 
had done it. He had gone too far, moved by the foolish 
impulse of the morgpnt, to retreat. His sole chance lay 
in showing the lad on which side danger pressed him 
most closely ; on frightening him completely. And when 
Louis did not reply : — 

“You do not ansv^ me?” Blondel said in*his sternest 
tones. “You do not reply? Am I to understand that 
you decline? That you refuse to perform the task which 

lO 
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the State assigns to you^ In that case oe sure you will 
perish with those whom the Two Hundred kn^w to 1^ 
the enemies of Geneva, and for whom rack and the 
wheel are at this moment prepared." 

“ No 1 ” Louis cried passionately ; he almost fell on his 
knees in the open street. “ No, no 1 I will go anywhere, 
do anything, Messer Syndic ! I swear I will ; I am no 
enemy ! ,No conspirator ! ” 

“ You may be no enemy. But you must show your- 
self a friend I ” • •• 

“ I will I I will indee(5.” 

“ And no syllable of this will pass your lips ? ” 

As I live, Messer Syndic 1 Nothing ! Nothing 1 ” 

‘ When he had«» repeated this several times with the 
earnestness of extreme terror, and appeared to have laid 
to heart such particulars as Blondel thought he should 
k|iow, the Syndic dismissed him, letting him go with a 
last injunction silent and a last threat. 

By mere force of habit the lad would have gone for- 
ward and entered the College ; but on the threshrfti he 
felt how unfit he was to mefct his fellows' eyes, and he 
turned and hastened as fjist as his trembling limbs would 
carry him toward® his home. Tl^e streets, to his ex- 
cited imagination, were full of spies ; Jie fancied his every 
movement watched, his footsteps counted. If he lingered 
they might suppose him lukewarm, if he paused they 
might think him ill-affacted. His speed must show his 
zeal. His poor little heart beat in his breast as if it 
would spring from it, but he did no|.,stay nor look aside 
until the door of the house in the Corraterie closed be- 
hind him. 

Then within the house there fell upon him — alas! 
what a thin^ it is to be a coward— 5 new fear. The fear 
was not the fear of Basterga, the bully and cynic, whom 
he had known and fawned on and flattered ; but of 
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Basterga the dark and dangefoui conspirator, of whom 
Jie nowjheard, ready to repay with the dagger the least 
attempt to penmate his secrets ! On his entrance he had 
flung himself race do^^nward on his pallet in the little 
closet in which* he slept ; but at that thought he aprang 
up, suffocated by it ; already he fancied himself in the 
hands of the desperadoes whom he had betrayed, already 
he pictured slcjw and lingering deaths. But. again, at 
the remembrance of the task laidajpon him, he flung him- 
self prostrate, writhing, and cuiasing his fate, and shedding 
tears of panic. He to beard fiasterga! lie to betray 
him ! Impossible 1 Yet if he failed, the rack and the 
wheel awaited him. Either way lay danger, on cither 
side yawned tSrturc and death. AncUhe was a ^owaW. 
He wept and shuddered, abandoning himself to a very 
paroxysm of terror. 

When his door was pushed open a minute later, hc^ did 
not hear the movement; with his^ivr^ad" bm-ied in the 
pillow he did not see the face of wonder, mingletl with 
alarm, which viewed him from the doorway, lie had 
forgotten that it was Ann(? Royaume’s custom to attend 
to the young men's rooms during their absence at the 
afternoon lecture ; a^d when her voic«, asking in startled 
accents what was jmiss and if he were ill, reached his 
ears, he* sought, with a smothered shriek, to cover his 
head with the bedclothes. He fancied that Basterga was 
upon him I 

“ What is the matter?" she repeated, advancing slowly 
to the side of the Jjed. Then, getting no answer, she 
dragged the coverlet off him. “ WJjat is it? Don’t you 
know me ? ” 

He sat up then, saw who it was and came gradually 
to himself, but withftnany sighs and tears. • She stood, 
looking down on him with contempt “Has some one 
bcen*beating you ? " she asked, and searched with hard 
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eyes — ^he had been ito* {riend to her — ^for signs of ill- 
treatment d ^ 

He shook his head. “ Worse ” he sobbi!^. “ Far worse ! 
Oh, what will«becomc of me ? Wfiat wilrbecome of me ? 
Lord^have mercy upon me I Lord, have mercy upon 
mel” 

Her lip curled Perhaps she was comparing him with 
another yputh who had spoken to her that morning in a 
different strain. *• 

“ I don’t think it matters much,” she said scornfully, 
“ what becomes of you.” 

” Matters ? " he exclaimed. 

“ If you are such a coward as this I Tell me what it 
iSl ' What has happened ? If it is not fhat some one 
has beaten you, I don’t know what it is — ^unless you 
have been doing something wrong, and they have put 
you out of the University ? Is it that ? ” 

“ No ! ” he critd^-etfully. ” Worse, worse I And do 
you leave me ! You can do nothing I No one can do 
anything I ” " * 

' She had her own troubled, and to-day was almost 
sinking under them. But this was not her way of 
bearing them. She. shrugged her shoulders contemptu- 
ously. “ Very well,” she said, “ I will go if I can do 
nothing.” 

“Do?” he cried vehemently. “What can you do?” 
And then, in the act of- turning from him, she stood ; 
so startling was the change, so marvellous the trans- 
formation which she saw come overjris face. “Do,” he 
repeated, trembling violently, and speaking in a tone as 
much altered as his expression. He rose to his feet 
“Do? Perhaps you — you can do something— > still 
Wait Ple4se wait a mirhite! was not quite 

myself.” He passed his hand across his brow. She 
did not know that behind his face of frightened st&por 
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his mind wis working cunniti^}^ following up the idea 
that h^ occurred to him. 

She*b^^ think him mad. But though she held 
him in distasti, she had no fear of him ; %nd even when 
he closed the ^oor with a cringing air, and a logk that 
implored indulgence, she held her ground. “Only, 3^00 
need not close the door,” she said coldly. “ There is no 
one in the house except my mothe|^.*’ 

“ Messer Basterga ? " , 

“ He has gone out. Is it o(him,” in sudden enlighten* 
ment, “ that you are afraid ? " • 

He nodded sullenly. “Yes,” he said ; and then he 
paused, eyeing her in doubt if he could trust her. At 
last, “ It is, bftt, if you dared do it, I .know how I cauld 
draw his teeth 1 How I could ”-*-with the cruef grin of 
the coward — “ squeeze him ! squeeze him I ” and he went 
through the act with his nervous, shaking Bngers. “ I 
could hold him like that ! I coul^ .hoM him powerless 
as the dog that would bite and dUre not ! ” 

.She stared at him. “You?" she said; it was hard 
to say whether incredulity or scorn were written more 
plainly on her face. “ You ? " 

“ I ! II” he replied, with tlie saqje gesture of holding 
something. “ AndTl know how to put him in your power 
also!”- 

“ In my power ! " 

“Ay.” 

Her face grew hard as if she too held her enemy passive 
In her grip. Then her lip curled, and she laughed in 
scorn. “ Ay I An^ what must I do to bring that about? 
.Something, I suppose, you dare not, Louis?” 

“ SometMng you can do more easily than I,” he 
answered doggedljfV “ A small thing, too,” 4 ie continued, 
clasping his hands in his eagerness and looking at her 
with implorii^ eyes. “ A nothing, a mere nothing I ” 



15 * the long night 

“ And yet it will do ^ •iliuch ? ” 

“ I swear it will.” 

“ Then,” she retorted, e}^ing him shrev^dly, “ if ft is so 
easy to do why were you undone & rainufe ago ? And 
puling like a child in arms ? ” ^ 

“ Because,” he said, flushing under her eyes, " it — it is 
not easy for me to do. And I did not see my way.” 

“It looked like it.” o 

“ But I see it now i^ yojj will help me. You have only 
to take a packet of letters Jrom his room — and you go 
there when you please — atnd he is yours! While you 
have the letters he dare not stir hand or foot, lest you 
bring him to the scaffold ! ” 

“^Bring him to the scaffold ? ” 

“Get the letters, give them to me, and I will answer 
for the rest.” Louis’ voice was low, but he shook with 
excitement. " See I ” he continued, his eyes at all times 
prominent, alpioei,^rting from his head, “ it might be 
done this minute. This minute I ” 

“It might,” the girl replied, watching him coldly. 
“But it will not be done either this minute or at all 
unless you tell me what is in the letters, and how you 
come to know about fhem.’^ 

Should he tell her ? He fancied thaf he had no choice. 
“ Messer Blondel the Syndic wants the letters,” he an- 
swered sullenly.- And, drged farther by her expression 
of disbelief, he told the astonished girl the story which 
Blondel had told him. The fact that he believed it went 
far with her ; why, for the rest, doubt a story so extra- 
ordinary that it seemed to bear the st^p of truth ? 

“ And that is all ? ” she said when he came to the end. 
“ Is it not enough ? ” 

“ It may be.enough,” she replied, h®- resolute.manner 
in strange contrast with his cowardly haste. “Only 
there is a thing not clear. If the Syndic knows whatsis 
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in the letted, why does he ncA<6^ze them and Basterga 
with tjjem — the traitor with the proof of his treason ? ” 

“Because he is afraid* of the Grand Duke,” Louis 
cried. “If he*. seize Basterga and miss tijje proof of his 
treason, what then ?” 

“Then he is not sure that the letters are there?” 
Anne replied keenly. 

“He is not.sure that they wouW be there when he 
came to seize them,” Louis ans\^ercd. “ Basterga might 
have a dozen confederates in^the house ready at a sign 
to destroy the letters.” 

She nodded. 

" And that is what they will make us out to be,” he 
continued, hii^ voice sinking as his fgars returned upon 
him. “ The Syndic thrcatcncf? as much ; and such 
things have happened a hundred times. I tell you, if 
we do not do something, we shall suffer with him. But 
do it, and he is in your power ! AikJ if he«has any hold 
on you, it is gone 1 ” 

blood surged to her face. Hold upon her? Ah I 
Rage — or was it hope? — lightened in her eyes and trans- 
formed her face. She was thinking, he guessed, of the 
hundred insults she had undergone^at Basterga’s hand.s, 
of the shame-comfJelling taunts to which she had been 
forced to listen, ot the loathed touch she had been forced 
to bear. If there was aught ih her mind beyond this, 
any motive deeper or more divine,^hc di<l not perceive 
it ; enough, that he saw that she wavered, and he pressed 
her. 

“You will be Ifte,” he cried passionately, “Freed 
from him 1 Freed from fear of him I Say you will do 
it 1 Say that you will do it,” he continued fervently, and 
he made as if he wguld kneel before her. II Do it, and I 
swear that never shall a word to displease you pass my 
Ups." 
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With a glance of sc<^m*'that pierced evet( his selfish* 
ness, “ Swear only,” she said, ” that you have told pie the 
truth ! I ask no more.” 

“ I swear it 90 my salvation 1 ” 

She ^drew a deep breath. 

”1 will do it,” she said. “The steel box which is 
chained to the wall ? ” 

“Yes, yes,” he panned, “you cannot mistake it. The 
key * 

“ I know where he keeps*it.” 

She said no more, but turned, and regarding his thanks 
as little as if they had been the wind passing by her, she 
opened the door, crossed the living-room, and vanished 
upJthe staircase. He followed her as far Ss the foot of 
the stairs, and there stdod listening and shifting his feet 
and biting his nails in an agony of suspense. She had 
not deigned to bid him watch for Basterga’s coming, but 
he did so ; his eyes op the outer door, through which the 
scholar must enter, ana his tongue and feet in readiness 
to warn her or save himself, according as the pressure cf 
danger directed the one or the other step. 

Meanwhile his ears were on the stretch to catch what 
she did. He heard .her try the door of the room. It 
was locked. He heard her shake it Then he guessed, 
that she fetched a key, for after an interval," which 
seemed an age, he caught* the grating of the wards in the 
lock. After that, she was.quiet so long, that but for the 
apprehensions of Basterga's coming, which weighed on 
his coward soul, he must have gone u^in sheer jealousy 
so see what she was doing. 

Not that he distrusted her. Even while he waited, 
and while the thing hung in the balance, he smiled to 
think how cleverly he had contrived It. On the side of 
the authorities he would gain favour by delivering the 
letters : on the other side, if Basterga retained power*to 
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larm, it yAa not he who haSi* taken the letters, nor he 
vho trould be exposed to the first blast of vengeance — 
3ut the girU • The blame for her, the credit for lUm 1 
From the nettle danger his wits had plucked the flower 
uifety. But for his fears he could have chuckled ; and 
then he heard her leave the room, and relock the door. 
IVith a gasp of relief, he retired a pace or two, and 
ivaited, his eyes fixed on the doorway through which she 
must enter. • 

She was long in coming, and when she came his hand, 
extended to receive the letters, fell by his side, the 
whispered question died on his lips. Her face told him 
that she had failed. It might have told him also that 
she had buiTt far more on the attempt than,sh^had 
let him perceive. But what was that to him ? It was 
enough for him that she had not the letters. He could 
have tom her with his hands. “ Where are they ? Where 
are they?” he cried, advancing,, upon Ref. “You have 
not got them ? ” 

* “ Got them ? ” And then she straightened herself, and 
with a passionate glance*at the door, “ No ! And he has 
not come in time to take me in the act, it seems. As I 
have no doubt yoy planned, you viUain I That I might 
be more and de^)er in his power ! ” 

“ N6 1 No 1 ” he cried, recoiling. '* I never thought 
ofitl” 

“ Yes, yes I ” she retorted. • 

He wrung his hands. How was he to make her under* 
stand? “I swe^" he cried, and he fell on his knees 
with uplifted hands. “ I swear on my knees I thought 
of no such thing. The tale I told you was true 1 True^ 

every word of it ! And the letters " 

“There are no fttters 1 ” she said. 

“In the box?” 

•“None.” 
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He sprang to his feet« ' ke shook his fist aiher in low 
ignoble rage. “You liel”. he cried. “You hate not 
looked. You have played with me. % have gone 
into the room ^nd come out again, but you have not 
looked, ^you have not dared to look.” 

“ I have looked,” she answered quietly. “ In the box 
that is chained to the wall. There are no papers in it 
There is nothing in it except a small phial*' 

“A phial?” 

“ Of some golden liquid.”tf 

“That is all?” 

“All!” 

Louis Gentilis stared at her, open-mouthed. Had the 
Syndiic deceived him? Or had some onel^eceived the 
Syndic?' 
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Blondel could not hide tjjie agitation he felt as he 
listened to his unexpected visitors, and saw whither their 
errand tended. Fabri, who was leader of the deputation 
of three who had come upon him without warning, dis- 
cerned this ;«much more Baudichon and Petitot, vchose 
eyes were on the watch for the*least sign of \freakness. 
And Blondel was conscious that they saw it, and on that 
account strove the more to mask his feelings under a 
show of decision. “ I have little doubt that I shall have 
news within the hour,” he said.* ” Before night, I must 
Ijave news.” And nodding with the air of a man who 
knew much which he cguld not impart, he leant back 
in the old abbot’s chair. 

But Fabri had not comc’for that, nor was he to be 
satished with that^, and, after a pause, “ Yes,” he replied, 
*“ I know. That may be so. But you see, Messer Blondel, 
this affair is not quite where it was yesterday, or we 
should not have come to you to-day. The King of 
France — I am sure we are much indebted to him— does 
not write on light occasions, and his warning is explicit. 
From Paris, then^^e get the same story as from Turin. 
And this being so, and the King’s tale agreeing with our 
agent’s- — ” 


"He does not fiention Bastergal” Blondel otuected. 
He repented the moment he had said it ^ 

•“By name, na But he says ” 

*57 
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** Enough for any ono jwith eyes I Petitot^ exclaimed. 

** He says/’ Fabri related, requesting the other by a 
gesture to be silent, “ that the Grand Duke’s emi^iUry is 
a Paduan expelled from Venice or, from^ Genoa. That 
is near enougHl And I confess, were I in your place, 
Messer' Blondel " 

With your responsibilities,” Petitot muttered through 
closed teeth. 

“I should want to ‘"know — more about him.’' This 
from Baudichon. 

Fabri nodded assent. “ I think so,” he said. “ I really 
think so. In fact, I may go farther and say that were 
I in your place, Messer Blondel, I should seize him to- 
day.” 

“Ay, 'within the hour I” 

“This minute 1” said Baudichon, last of the three. 
And all three, their ultimatum delivered, looked at 
Blondel, a challenge in their eyes. If he stood out 
longer, if he still declined to take the step which prudence 
demanded, the step on which they were all agreed, they 
would know that there was something behind, something 
of which he had not told them. 

Blondel read the look, and it perturbed him. But not 
to the point of sapping the resolution which he had formed 
at the Council Table, and to which, once formed, he 
clung with the obstinacy of an obstinate man. The 
remedium first ; afterwards what they would, but the 
remedium first He was 'not going to risk life, warm 
life, the vista of sunny unending to-morrows, of springs 
and summers and the melting of sn«ws, for a craze, a 
scare, an imaginary danger ! Why at that very minute 
the lad whom he had commissioned to seize the thing 
might .be on ^the way with it. At ^y minute a step 
mighc sound on the threshold, and herald the promise 
of life. And then — ^then they m^ht deal with Basteq^a 
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as they pleased. Then th^n^ht hang the Paduan 
high a| Haman, if they pleaseci! But until then — his 
* mind was mad^ up. 

** I do not agree with 3'ou,*' he said, his tpiderlip thrust 
out, his head trembling a little. 

“ You will not arrest him ? ” 

"No, I shall not arrest him,” he replied, hardening 
himself to m^t their protestant and indicant eyes. 
“Nor would you,” he continue^ with bravado, "in my 
place. If you knew as much ^ I do.” 

" But if you know,” Baudicbon said, “ I would like to 
know also.” 

"The responsibility is mine.” Blondel swayed him- 
self from side^to side in his chair as he said it. 'VThe 
responsibility is mine, and I am willing to bear it. It is 
the old difference of policy between us,” he continued, 
addressing Petitot. “ You are willing to grasp at every 
petty advantage, I am Willing ” 

" To risk much to gain much, ’’“Petitot exclaimed. 

" To take some risk to gain a real advantage,” Blondel 
retorted, correcting him with an eye to Fabri ; whom 
alone, as the one impartial hearer, he feared. " For to 
what does the course which*you ^e so eager to take 
amount? You sefte Basterga: later, you will release 
him at*the Grand Duke’s request. What are we the 
better? What is gained?” 

“ Safety.” 

“No, on the other hand, Ganger. Danger! For, 
warned that we have detected their plot, they will hatch 
another plot, and iAtead of working as at present under 
our eyes, they will work below the surface with aug- 
ment^ care and secrecy : and will, perhaps, deceive us. 
No^ my friends ” — %^wing himself t^ck in his chaS^ith 
an air of patrona^, almost of contempt — for by dimi^f 
reputing his arj^ment he had come to believe it, a^ 
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to plume himself upon " I look farther ahead than 
you do, and for the sake of future gain am willing (jto take 
— present responsibility.” ^ ^ 

They were ^silent awhile : his old mastery was begin- 
ning tg assert itself. Then Petitot spoke. “ You take a 
heavy responsibility,” he said, “ a heavy charge, Messer 
Blondel. What if harm come of it ? ” 

Blondel ^shrugged his shoulders. 

* You have no wife, Messer Blondel.” 

The Fourth Syndic star/jd. What did the man mean? 
“You have no daughters,” Petitot continued, a slight 
quaver in his tone. “ You have no little children, you 
sleep well of nights, the fall of wood-ash does not rouse 

yout you do not listen when you awake. Yuu do not ’’ 

he paused, the last bairier of reserve broken down, the 
tears standing openly in his eyes — " it is foolish perhaps 
— ^you do not yearn, Messer Blondel, to take all you love 
in your arms,-ftnd shelter them arid cover them from the 
horrors that threaten Us, the horrors that may fall on us 
— any night! You do not” — he looked at Baudishqn 
and the stout man’s face grew pale, he averted his eyes — 
“ you do not dream of these things, Messer Blondel, nor 
awake to fancy thetp, but we do. We do I ” he repeated 
in accents which went to the hearts of“all, " day and night, 
rising and lying down, waking and sleeping. And we — 
dare run no risks.” • 

In the silence which followed Blondel’s fingers tapped 
restlessly on the table. He cleared his throat and voice. 

“ But there, I tell you there are no risks,” he said. He 
was moved nevertheless. 

Petitot bowed, humbly for him. “Very good,” he 

said. “ I do not say that you are ^ot right. But ” 

“^•nd moment by moment I expect news. It might 
CQ'iie at this minute, it might come at any minute,” the 
Syndic continued. With a glance at the window> he 



moved his c^air, as if to- shaktf ^{f the spell that l^titot 
had cast over him. “Besides — ^^ou do not expect the 
town to be taken in an hour from now ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ In broad daylight ? ” 

Petitot shook his head. “ God knows what I exf>ect I ” 
he murmured despondently. 

“When the information we have points to a night 
attack ? ” 

Fabri nodded. “ That is true/ nc said. 

"And the walls are well gu£i»dod at night.” 

Fabri nodded again. “Yes,” he said, ‘‘it is true, 
think, Messer Petitot,” he went on, turning to him, “wc 
are a little ovos-fearful.” , 

The two others were silent, ai*d Blon<lel cycti them 
harshly, aware that he had mastered them, yet hating 
them. Petitot’s appeal to his feelings — which had 
touched and moved Blondel even while Jir; resented it 
as something cruel and unfair — +iad lacketl but a little 
of success. But missing, failing by ever .so little, it left 
the three ill-equipped to continue the struggle on lower 
grounds. They sat silent, Fabri almost cf)nvinced, the 
others dejected : and Blondel .?at silent also, hardened by 
his victory, and hartng them for the manner of it. Was 
not his life as de3r to him as their wives and children 
were to them? And was it no* at stake? Yet he did 
not whine and pule to them. God 1 they whine, they 
complain, who had long years to live anrl rose of morn- 
ings without counting the days, and, at the worst and 
were Geneva taken, ll|id but the common risks to run and 
many a chance of ^scape I While he — yet he did not 
pule to them! He|did^not stab them unfairly^^melly, 
striving to reach th^<‘lender spot.s, to take %dvant^|» of 
their kindness of lyTrt. He had no thought, no nonM 
of b^raying them/ but, had he such, it would serve thenh 



i 62 the long night 

right F It would repay ,tliem selfishness foj selfishness, 
greed for greed 1 In His place they would not hesitate. 
He could see at what a price they set their petty lives, 
and how little^ they would scruple to bfiy them in the 
dearest market. Well was it for Geneva that it was he 
and not they whom God saw fit to try. And he glowered 
at them. Wives and daughters ! What were wives and 
daughters beside life, warm life, life stretching forward 
pleasantly, indefinitely, morning after morning, day after 
day — life and a continuance of good things ? 

Immersed as he was isi this train of thought, it was 
none the less he who first caught the sound of a foot on 
the threshold, and a summons at the door. He rose to 
his feet. Already in his mind’s eye he sav: Basterga cast 
to the lions : and why not ? The sooner the better if the 
remedium were really at the door. “ There may be news 
even now,” he said, striving to master his emotion, and 
to speak with, the superiority of a few minutes before. 
“ One moment, by your leave ! I will see and let you 
know if it be so, Messer Fabri.” ^ 

“Do by all means,” Fabri apswered earnestly. “You 
will greatly relieve me.” 

“ Ay, indeed, I hope it is so,” Petitot murmured. 

“ I will see, and — and return,” Blondel repeated, be- 
ginning to stammer. “ I — I shall ribt be a minute.” 
The struggle for composure was vain ; his head was on 
fire, his limbs twitched. Had it come ? 

Yet when he reached' the door he paused, afraid to 
open. What if it were not the remtdium, what if it were 
some trifle ? What if — but as he^”hesitated, his hand, 
half eager, half reluctant, rested on the latch, the door 
slid ar.r, and his eyes met the complacent smirking 
fac^rtof his messenger. He fanciejA that he read suc- 
c^ias in GentUis’ looks, and his heart leapt up. “ I shall 
oe back in a moment,” he babbled, speaking over, his 
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shoulder to those whom he lefl, “In a moment, gentle* 
men, of e moment ! ” And going out he closed the door 
behind him — c]psed it jealously, that they might not 
hear. 

“ I hope he has news will decide him,” Petitot muttered 
lowering his vofce involuntarily. “ Messer Blondel is over- 
courageous for me ! ” He shook his head dismally. 

“He is very, courageous,” I'abri assented in the same 
undertone. “ Perhaps even — a iy;tlS rash.” 

Baudichon grunted. “ Rasl^! ” he repeated. “ I would 
like to know what he expects ? 4 would like to know ” 

A cry as of a wild beast cut .short the word : a blow, 
a shriek of pain followed, the door flew open ; as they 
rose to their flfct in wonder, into the room fell a lad — it 
was Louis — a red weal across his*faco, his arm rai.sed to 
protect his head. Close on him, his eyes flaming, his 
cane quivering in the air, pressed Messer Mlontlcl. In 
their presence he aimcfl another blow aU the la<l : but 
the blow fell shorthand before he could raist; his stick 
a^thjrd time the astonished looks of the three in the 
room reminded him whose he was, an<l in a measure 
sobered him. But he was still un.ible to articulate : 
and the poor smarting wretch cq,wcring behind the 
magistrates was nof more deeply or more visibly moved. 

“ Steady, steady, Messer Blondel ! ” h'abri .said. “ I 
fear something untoward has happened. What is it?” 
And he put himself more decidedly between them. 

“ He has ruined us ! ” 

“ Not that, I hope ? ” 

“ Ruined us 1 Rilthcd us ! ” Blondel panted, his rage 
almost choking him. “He hatl it in his hands and let it 
go. He let it go ! ” 

“ That which yot^ ” 

“ That which I ’ — a pause — “ commissioned hinj^o 
geU’ ^ 

11 ♦ 
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“ you did not ! Ob,Vorshipful gentlenjen,” Gentilis 
wailed, turning to them, “indeed, he did not tellpme to 
bring aught but papers f I swear he did^not.” 

“ Whatever ivas there, I said ! Whatever was there ! ” 
the Syndic screamed. 

“ No, worshipful sir ! ” amid a storm of sobs. “ No, no ! 
Indeed no ! And how was I to know ? There was 
naught bu^ that in the box, and who would think treason 
lay in a ‘ . 

“ Mischief lay in it ! ” , 

“In a bottle!” 

“ And treason,” Blondel thundered, drowning his last 
word, “ for aught you knew ! Who are you to judge 
where treason lies, or may He? Oh, pig*’ dog, fool,” he 
continued, carried by a fresh paroxysm of rage, at 

the thought that he had had it in his grasp and let it go I 
“ If I could score your back!” And he brandished his 
cane. 

“You have scored his face pretty ‘fairly,” Baudichon 
muttered. “ To score his back too ” , 

“Were nothing for the offence! Nothing! As you 
would say if you knew it,” Blondel panted. 

“ Indeed ? ” 

“Ay.” 

“Then I would like to know it. ^X^hat is it he has 
done?” * 

“ He has left undone tl^^t which he was ordered to do,” 
Blondel answered more soberly than he had yet spoken. 
He had recovered something of his power to reason. “ That 
is what he has done. But for his defSult we should at this 
moment he in a position to seize Basterga.” 

“ Ay^ ” 

and*to seize him with procft'if his guilt! Proof 
a>4 to spare.” ^ 

“But 1 could not know,” Louis wlumpered. “Wor- 
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shipful gen^emen, I could nof Icnow. I could not know 
what was you wan'ted.” 

“ I told yoij Jo bring the contents of the box.” 

“ Letters, ay ! Letters, worthy sir, but«not ” 

“ Silence, and go into that room ! ” Blondel j>ointed 
with a shaking finger to a small inner serving-room at 
the end of the parlour. “ Go ! ” he rcjjeated jjeremptorily, 
“and stay th^e until I come to you.” ^ 

Then, but not until the lac^ had taken his tcar-bc- 
dabbled face into the closet^ and had closed the door 
behind him, the Syndic turrsid to ihc three. “ 1 ask 
your pardon,” he said, making no attemj)t to disguise 
the agitation which still moved him. “ Hut it was enough, 
it was more Aan enougli, to try me.” He paused and 
wiped his brow, on which the ‘sweat stood in })cads. 
“ He had under his hand the papers,” looking at them 
a little askance as if he doubted whether the e.'cplana- 
tion would pass, “ that we need ! The papers that would 
convict Basterga. ^And becausi they did not wear the 
s^pearance he expected — because they were disguised, 
you understand — they wore in a bottle in fact — and were 

not precisely what he e.\i)ccted ” 

“ He left them ? ” , 

“ He left them.’^ There was something like .a tear, a 
leaden drop, in tlie corner of the Fourth Syndic’s eye. 

“ Still if he had access to theih once,” Petitot sugge.sted 
briskly, “ what has been done^once may be done twice. 
He may gain access to them again. Why not?” 

“He may, but he may not. Still, I should have 
thought of that a?fd — and made allowance,” Blondel 
answered with a fair show of candour. “ But^oo often 
an occasion let slip does not return, as you wcU know. 
The least disorder in the box he searched m^ put 
Basterga on the alert, and wreck my plan.s.” 

They did pot answer. They felt one and all, Feti^ 
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and i^audichon no lessj than Fabri^ that they had done 
^ this man an injustice. His passion, his chagitin, his 
singleness of aim, the depth of his disappointment, dis- 
armed even those who were in the daily habit of differing 
from Vim. Was this — ^tWs the man whom they had 
secretly accused of lukewarmness ? And to whom they 
had hesitated to entrust the safety of the city? They 
had done him wrong.. They had not credited him with 
a tithe of the feeling, the single-mindedness, the patriot- 
ism which it was plain he possessed. 

They stood silent, while Blondel, aware of the precipice, 
to the verge of which his improvident passion had drawn 
him, watched them out of the corner of his eye, uncertain 
howiar their comprehension of the scene had gone. He 
trembled to think how ‘nearly he had betrayed his secret ; 
and took the more shame to himself, inasmuch as in cooler 
blood he saw the lad’s error to be far from irremediable. 
As Petitot said, that which could be done so easily and 
quickly could be done a second tim^j. If only he had 
not struck the lad ! If only he had commanded himself, 
and spoken him fairly and seat him back ! Almost by 
this time the remedium might be here. Ay, here, in 
the palm of his hard ! The reflection stabbed Blondel 
so poignantly, the sense of his folly went so deep, he 
groaned aloud. 

That groan fairly won over Baudichon, who was by 
nature of a kind heart. “Tut, tut,” he said ; “you must 
not take it to heart, Messer Blondel. Try again." 

“ Unless, indeed,” Petitot murmured, but with respect, 
“ Messer Blondel knows the mistake to be fraught with 


consequc*s.ces more grave than we suppose.” 

The^'jr'ourth Syndic smiled awry; that was precisely 
wha^e did* know. But " No,” he IPiid, "the thing can 
h^ured. I am sorry I lost my temper. Not a moment 
^ust be wasted, however. 1 will see this young mai>: if 



he raises anj^ difficulty, I have! s^^ll another agent whom 

I can employ. And* by to-morr6w at latest 

“You may s^ill have the thing in your hands,” 

“ I think so! I certainly think so.” 

“Good. Then till to-morrow," Fabri answered, as he 
took his cap from the table and with the others*turned 
towards the door. “ Good luck, Messer Blondel. We 
are reassured. We feel that our interests are in good 
hands.” 

“Yes,” said Petitot almost warmly. “Still, caution, 
caution! Messer Blondel. One bad man within the 
gates ” 

“ May be hung ! ” Blondel cried gaily, 

“ Ay, may be ! But unhung is a graver foe thap five 
hundred men without ! It is that I would lAve you 
bear in mind.” 

“ I will bear it in mind,” the Fourth Syndic answered. 

" And when 1 can hang him,” with a vindictive look, “ be 
sure I will — and >^h as tdamaa ” ♦ 

^e attended them with solicitude to the door, being set 
ty what had happened ajittlc more upon his behaviour. 

That done and the outer door closed upon them, he re- 
turned to the parlour, but did not at once seek the young 
man, upon whom lie had taken the precaution of turning 
the key. 

Instead he stood a while, pandering with a pale face ; 
a haggard, paler replica he seemed of the stiff, hard 
portrait on the panel over th^ mantel. He was wonder- 
ing why he had let himself go so foolishly ; he was 
recc^nising with a linking heart that it was to his illness 
he owed it that he had so frequently of late lost control 
of himself. 

For a man to ^cover that the power o^ selMi^astery 
is passing from him is only a degree less appalling ^an 
the consciousness of insanity itself; and Blondel cow^ig^, 
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trembling under the th^i^t If aught could strengthen 
his purpose it was the suspicion thatf the insidious disease 
from which he suffered was already sapping the outworks 
of that mind o{i whose clever combinations he depended 
for his one chance of cure. 

Yet Vhile the thought strengthened, if terrified him. 
“ I must make no second mistake — no second mistake ! ” 
he muttered, his eyes on the door of the ^serving-room. 
“ No seconS mistake ! *■ And he waited a while consider- 
ing the matter in all its aspects. Should he tell Louis 
more than he had told him^lready ? It seemed needless. 
To send the lad with curt, stern words to fetch that which 
he had omitted to bring — this seemed the more straight- 
forwgrd way : and the more certain, too, siace the lad had 
now seeh the other magistrates, and could have no doubt 
of their concurrence or of the importance of the task 
entrusted to him. Blondel decided on that course, and 
-advancing to the door he opened it and called to his 
prisoner to come out. • , 

To his credit be it said the sight of the ^pd’s 
wealed face gave the Syndic something of a shock. He 
was soon to be more gravely shaken. Instigated partly 
by curiosity, partly^ by thfe desire to fix Louis’ scared 
faculties, he began by asking what wds the aspect of the 
phial which the lad had omitted to bring. “What was 
its colour and size, and how full was it ? ” he proceeded, 
striving to speak gently and to make allowance for the 
cowering weakness of the’ youth before him. “ Do you 
hear?" he urged. “Of what shape was it ? You can 
tell that at least. You handled i«f I suppose? You 
took it out of the metal box?” 

Louis>{Surst into tears. 

BloiHidel h^d much ado — for it wa^rue, he had small 
command of himself — not to strike the lad again. In- 
sCrad, “Fool,” he said, “what do your tears help you 
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or advance mf? Speak, I tqjl you, and answisr my 
question! What wls the appearance of this flewk or 
bottle, or wha^ it was — that you left there ? ’’ 

The lad sank to his knees. Fear and p^in had robbed 
him of the petty cunning he possessed. He no longer 
knew what td tell nor what to withhold. Aifd in a 
breath the truth was out. “ Don’t strike me ! ” he wailed, 
guarding his gmarting face with his arm. “ And I’ll tell 
you all ! I will indeed ! ” ^ ^ * 

The Syndic knew then that there was more to learn, 
“ All ? ” he repeated, aghast. • 

“ Ay, the truth. All the truth,” Louis moaned. “ I 
didn’t see it. I did not go to it ! I dared not 1 I swear 
I dared not ! , 

“You did not see it?” the Syi»dic said slowly! “The 
phial ? You did not see the phial ? ” 

“No.” 

This time Messer Blondel did not strike. He leant 
heavily upon thet»ble ; his face, which a moment before 
had been swollen with impatience, turned a sickly white. 
“You — you didn’t see ih?” he muttered — his tone had 
sunk to a whisper. “You didn’t see it? Then all you 
told me was a lie? There was nothing — no bottle in 
the box ? But hSw, then, did you know anything of a 
bottle ? Did he ” — with a sharp spasm of pain — " send 
you here to tell me this ? ” • 

“ No, no 1 She told me. She looked — for me in the 
box.” 

“Who?” 

“Anne. Anne Tloyaume! I was afraid,” the lad 
continued, speaking with a little more confidence, as he 
saw that the Syndic made no movement to scrike him, 
“ and she said thal^he would look for me. • She cbuld go 
to his room, and run little risk. But if he had cjrjght 
mp there he would have killed me 1 Indeed he would I” 
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Louis repeated desper^te^, as he read the. storm-sfens 
that began to darken the Syndic’s face. 

“ You told her then ? ” 

“ I could no{ do it myself ! I could not indeed.” 

He cowered lower ; but he fared better than he ex- 
pected! The Syndic drew a long fluttering breath, a 
breath of returning life, of returning hope. The colour, 
too, began to come back to his cheeks.^ After all, it 
might havS been wor^. He had thought it worse. He 
had thought himself discovered, tricked, discomfited by 
the man against whom h^ had pitted his wits, with his 
life for stake. Whereas — it seemed a small thing in 
comparison — this meant only the inclusion of one more 
in thg secret, the running of one more riskf the hazarding 
anothei* tongue. Anck the lad had not been so unwise. 
She had easier access to the room than he, and ran less 
risk of suspicion or detection. Why not employ her in 
place of the lad ? 

The youth grovelling before, him ^V!^ndered to see him 
calm, and plucking up spirit stood upright. “You n^ust 
go back to her, and ask her tp get it for you,” Blondel 
said firmly. “ Y ou can be back within the half-hour, 
bringing it.” 

Louis began to shrink. His eye/ sank. “ She will 
not give it me,” he muttered. * 

“No?” Blondel, as h« repeated the word, wondered 
at his own moderation. But the shock had been heavy ; 
he felt the effect of it. Vie was languid, almost half- 
hearted. Moreover, a new idea had taken root in his 
mind, “ You can try her,” he said. » 

“ I can try her, but she will not give it me,” Louis re- 
peated wCh a new obstinacy. As the Syndic grew mild 
he grew sullen. The change was ii^the other, not in 
himself. Subtly he knew that the Syndic was no longer 
in the mood to strike. 
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Blonde! ru^ijiated. It miglft^^e better, it might even 
be safef, if he saw th^ girl himself. The story — of trea- 
son and a botJl| — which had imposed on his colleagues 
might not move her much. It might be yiser to attack 
her on other grounds, grounds on which women lay 
more open. And self-pity whispered with a teSr that 
the truth, than which he could conceive nothing more 
moving, nothing more sublimely sad, might go farther 
with a woman than bribes or threits or the n^ost skilful 
inventions. He made up his mind. He would tell the 
truth, or something like it, something as like it as he 
dared tell her. 

‘‘Very well,” he said, “you can go! But be silent! 
A word to hinf — I shall learn it sooner or later — and you 
perish on the wheel I You can g© now. I shalPput the 
matter in other hands.” 



CHAPTER XIII. 


A MYSTERY SOLVED. 

C 

i 

Whether Basterga, seeing that Claude was less pliant 
than he had looked to ^nd him, shunned occasion of 
collision with him, or the Paduan being in better spirits 
was less prone to fall foul of his companions, certain it 
is tlvat life for a time after the outbreal^' at supper ran 
more quietly in the house in the Corraterie. Claude’s 
gloomy face — he had not forgiven — bade beware of him ; 
and little save on the subject of Louis’ disfigured cheek 
— of which the most pointed questions could extract no 
explanation — passed among them atJible. But outward 
peace was preserved and a show of ease. Grio’s b»ut%l 
nature broke out once or twice when he had had wine ; 
but discouraged by Basterga, he subsided quickly. And 
Louis, starting at a^voice and trembling at a knock, with 
the fear of the Syndic always upon hinf, showed a nervous- 
ness which more than once drew the Italian’s eye to him. 
But on the whole a calm prevailed ; a stranger entering 
at noon or during the evening meal might have deemed . 
the party ill-assorted anc! silent, but lacking neither in 
amity nor ease. 

Meantime, under cover of this (film, destined to be 
short-lived, and holding in suspense the makings of a 
storm of no mean violence, two persons were drawing 
nearer to onetanother. A confidenc^even a confidence 
not perfect, is a tie above most. Nor does love play at 
any time a higher part than when it repeats “ I do sot 

17s 
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understand— I itrust”. By the, common light of day, 
which thowea Anne moving to and fro about her house- 
hold tasks, at, f nee the minister and the providence of 
the home, the dark sOspicion that had foi»a moment — a 
moment only! — mastered Claude’s judgment, los^ shape 
and reality, ft was impossible to see her bending over 
the hearth, or arranging her mother’s simple meal, it 
was impossibly to witness her patience, her industry, her 
deftness, to behold her, ever geijtlb yet supporting with 
a man’s fortitude the trials of her position, trials of the 
bitterness of which she had given him proof — it was im- 
possible, in a word, to watch her in her daily life, without 
perceiving the wickedness as well as the folly of the 
thought whiclPhad possessed him. ^ » 

True, the more he saw of her the graver seemed the 
mystery ; and the more deeply he wondered. But he no 
longer dreaded the answer to the riddle ; nor did he fear 
to meet at some turn or corner a Megaera head that 
should freeze his*'j»ul. •Wickedness there might be, 
CTualty there might be, and shame ; but the blood ran too 
briskly in his veins and h« had looked too often into the 
girl’s candid eyes — reading something there which had 
not been there formerly — to fear to find either at her door. 

He had taken, fo coming to the living-room ' a little 
before nightfall ; there he would scat himself beside the 
hearth while she prepared the evening meal. The glow 
-of the wood-fire, reflected in rows of burnished pewters, 
or given, back by the night-backed casements, the savour 
of the coming meal, the bubbling of the black pot between 
which and the table'^ier nimble feet carried her a dozen 
times in as many minutes, the pleasant, homelj^room with 
its touches of refinement and its winter comfort, these 
were excuses enou^ had he not brought the book which 
lay unheeded on his knee. 

Put in truth he offered her no excuse. With scarce a 
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word an understanding had grown up be|iw^en them that 
not a million words could have made mbre clear.*^ Each 
played the appropriated part He lookip^ and she bore 
the look, andtif she blushed the fhe was warrant, and if 
he stared it was the blind man’s hour between day and 
night,‘and why should he not sit idle as iJIrell as another? 
Soon there was not a turn of her head or a line of her 
figure that he did not know ; not a triqk of her walk, 
not a pose of her hUnd as she waited for a pot tp boil 
that he could not see in the dark ; not a gleam from her 
hair as she stooped to tW^ blaze, nor a turn of her wrist 
as she shielded her face that was not as familiar to him 
as if he had known her from childhood. 

In^these hours she let the mask fall. Ttfe apathy, which 
had bSen the least natural as it had been the most 
common garb of her young face, and which had grown to 
be the cover and veil of her feelings, dropped from her. 
Seated in the shadow, while she moved, now in the glow 
of the burning embers, now Qi)scure4ti,*he read her mind 
without disguise — save in one dark nook — watched, un- 
rebuked the eye fall and thp lip tremble, or in rarer 
moments saw the shy smile dimple the corner of her 
cheek. Not seldom she stood before him sad : sad with- 
out disguise, her bowed head and drob^ing shoulders the 
proof of gloomy thoughts, that strayed, he fancied, far 
from her work or her companion. And sometimes a 
tear fell and she wiped it away, making no attempt to 
hide it ; and sometimes #ne would shiver and sigh as if 
in pain or fear. 

At these times he longed for B«terga’s throat ; and 
the blood of old Enguerrande de Beauvais, his ancestor, 
dust thes^ four hundred years at “ Damietta of the South,” 
raced in him^ and he choked with ra||p and grief, and for 
the time could scarcely see. Yet with this pulse of wrath 
were mingled delicious thrills. The tear which she {lid 
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not hide from Wm was his gagS of love. The brooding 
e)^, thf infrdl[i®nt sitiile, the staft,*the reverie were for 
him only, and for no other. They were the gift to him 
of her secret fife, her, inmost heart. 

It was an odd love-making, and bizarre. To Grio, 
even to men nK>re delicate and more finely wroii|fht, it 
might have seemed no love-making at all. But the wood- 
smoke that perfumed the air, sweetened it, the firelight 
wrapped it about, the pots and pans and simple things of 
life, amid which it passed, hallowed it. His eyes attend- 
ing her hither and thither witl^ut reserve, without con- 
cealment, unabashed, laid his heart at her feet, not once, 
but a hundred times in the evening ; and as often, her 
endurance of tlie look, more rarely her sudden bli^ or 
smile, accepted the offering. * 

And scarce a word said : for though they had the room 
to themselves, they knew that they were never alone or 
unheeded. Basterga, Indeed, sat above stairs and only 
descended to his nlfe^ls ; apd Grio also was above when 
he was net at the tavern. But Louis sulked in his closet 
bdside them, divided from ,them only by a door, whence 
he might emerge at any minute. As a fact he would 
have emerged many times, but for two things. The first 
was his marked fac#, which he was chary of showing ; the 
second, the notion •which he had got that the balance of 
things in the house was changing, and the reign of petty 
bullying, in which he had so much delighted, approaching 
its end. With Basterga exposdd to arrest, and the girl's 
help become of value to the authorities, it needed little 
acumen to discern thw. He still feared Basterga ; nay, 
he lived in such terror, lest the part he had playpd should 
come to the scholar’s ears, that he prayed for his arrest 
night and morning, ^d whenever during the <jay an espe- 
cial fit of dread seized him. But he feared Anne also, 
for she might betray him to Basterga ; and of young 
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Mercier^s quality— that fee was no Tissot to be brow- 
beaten, or thrust aside-^e had ha<f proou oh the night of 
the fracas at supper. Essentially a coward, Louis’ aim 
was to be on tjie stronger side ; and once persuaded that 
this was the side on which they stood, he let them be. 

On ^several consecutive evenings the «two passed an 
hour or more in this silent communion. On the last the 
door of Louis’ room stood open, the young man had not 
come in, and for the^- first time they were really alone 
But the fact did not at once loosen Claude’s tongue ; and 
if the girl noticed it, or .expected aught to come of it, 
more than had come of their companionship on other 
evenings, she hid her feelings with a woman’s ease. He 
remarked, however, that she was more vthoughtful and 
downcast than usual, nnd several times he saw her break 
off in the middle of a task and listen nervously as for 
something she expected. Presently : — 

“ Are you listening for Louis?” he asked. 

She turned on him,'- her ^yes kind than usual 
“No,” she said, almost defiantly. “Was I listening?” 

“ I thought so,” he said. 

She turned away again, and went on with her work. 
But by-and-by as she stooped over the fire a tear fell 
and pattered audibly in the wood-ash‘on the hearth ; and 
another. With an impatient gesture'^he wiped away a 
third. He saw all — shejmade no attempt to hide them — 
and he bit his lip and drove his finger-ends into his palms 
in the effort to be silent. Presently he had his reward. 

“ I am sorry,” she said in a low tone. “ I was listening, 
and I knew I was. I do not knowewhy I deceived you.” 

“Why.^will you not tell me all?” he cried. 

“ I cannot 1 ” she answered, her breast heaving passion- 
ately. “ I cannot ! ” For the first t^e in his knowledge 
of her, she broke down completely, and sinking on a 
bench with her back to the table she sobbed bitterly, 
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hct face in her tends. For some jpinutes she rocked her- 
self to ind frc^in a paroxysm of ti^uble. 

He had risj^ and stood watching her awkwardly, 
longing to comfort her, but ignorant how 1k> go about it, 
and feeling acutely his helplessness and his gaucherie. 
Sad she had always been, and at her best despondent, 
with gleams of cheerfulness as htful as brief. But this 
evening her abandonment to her ^grief convipced him 
that something more than ordina|;y*was amiss, that some 
danger more serious than ordinary threatened. He felt 
no surprise therefore when, a liAle later, she arrested her 
sobbing, raised her head, and with suspended breath 
and tear-stained face listened with that scared intentness 
which had imptftssed him before. ^ 

She feared ! He could not be mistaken. Fear looked 
out of her strained eyes, fear hung breathless on her parted 
lips. He was sure of it. And “ Is it Basterga ? ” he cried. 

“ Is it of him that you are afraid ? If you are ” 

“Hushl” she cW^i, raising her hand in warning. 
“Hu^I” And then, “You did not — hear anything?” 
she asked. For an instant*her eyes met his. 

“ Na” He met her look, puzzled ; and, obeying her 
gesture, he listened afresh. “ No, J heard nothing. 
But * 

He heard nothing even now, nothing ; but whatever 
it was sharpened her hearing t® an abnormal pitch, it 
was clear that she did. She was on her feet ; with a 
startled cry she was round the table and half-way across 
the room, while he stared, the word suspended on his lips. 
A second, and her halW was on the latch of the staircase 
door. Then as she opened it, he sprang forward to 
accompany her, to help her, to protect her if necessary. 
“Let me come!” hf|^aid. “Let me help yeu. What- 
ever it is, I can do something.” 

She turned on him fiercely. “Go back!” she said. 

12 
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All the confidence, the^^ratleness, the dopility of the last 
thfee days were gonfe ; and in their mfece suspicion 
glared at him from eyes grown spiteful a cat’s. “ Go 
back ! ” she repeated. “ I do not want you ! I do not 
want any one, or any help I Or any protection I Go, 
do yotl hear, and let me be ! ” * 

As she ceased to speak, a sound from above stairs — a 
sound which this time, the door being open, did reach 
his ears, froze the woills on his lips. It was the sound of 
a voice, yet no common voice. Heaven be thanked ! A 
moment she continued *o confront him, her face one 
mute, despairing denial ! Then she slammed the door 
in his teeth, and he heard her panting breath and fleeing 
footsl'eps speed up the stairs and along the passage, 
and — more faintly n^w — he heard her ascend the upper 
flight. Then — silence. 

Silence! But he had heard enough. He paused a 
moment irresolute, uncertain, his hand raised to the 
latch. Then the hand fell tp his^.sitie, he turned, and 
went softly — very softly back to the hearth. The,, fire- 
light playing on his face showed it much moved ; movfed 
and softened almost to the semblance of a woman’s. 
For there were te^rs in his'eyes — eyes singularly bright ; 
and his features worked, as if he had ‘Some ado to repress 
a sob. In truth he had In a breath, in the time it 
takes to utter a single sound, he had hit on the secret, 
he had come to the bottom of the mystery, he had 
learnt that which Basterga, favoured by the position 
of his room on the upper floor, had learned two months 
before, that which Grio might hava'i'learned, had he been 
anything/but the dull gross toper he was! He had 
learned, or in a moment of intuition guessed — all. The 
power of Basterga, that power ove;^.,the girl which had 
so much puzzled and perplexed him, was his also now, 
to use or misuse, hold or resign. 
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Yet his first ^ling^was not oQf! of joy ; nor for that. 
inatter*his seSolid. The impression went deeper, went 
to the heart 9! the man. An infinite tenderness, a 
tenderness which sweWed his breast to bursting, a yearn- 
ing that, man as he was, stopped little short of^ tears, 
these were his, these it was thrilled his soul to the point 
of pain. The room in which he stood, homely as it 
showed, plain, as it was, seemed glorified, tjjie hearth 
transfigured. He could have kn^lt* and kissed the floor 
which the girl had trodden, coming and going, serving 
and making ready — under thatlburden ; the burden that 
dignified and hallowed the bearer. What had it not 
cost her — that burden ? What had it not meant to her, 
what suspense* by day, what terror of nights,,i»what 
haggard awakenings— such as that ^f which he had been 
the ignorant witness — what watches above, what slights 
and insults below ! Was it a marvel that the cheeks 
had lost their coloijr, the eyes their light, the whole face 
its life and meaningi May, tlfe wonder was that she 
had'feorne the weight so long, always expecting, always 
dreading, stabbed in the tendcrest affection ; with for 
confidant an enemy and for stay an ignorant ! Viewed 
through the medium of the man’s love, J^'hich can so easily 
idealise where it r^ts, the love of the daughter for the 
mother, that must have touched and softened the hardest 
— or so, but for the case of BaKSterga, one would have 
judged — seemed so holy, so beautiful, so pure a thing 
that the young man felt that, having known it, he must 
be the better for it all his life. 

And then his min# turned to another point in the 
story, and he recalled what had passed above* stairs on 
that day when he had entered a stranger, and gone up. 
With what a smilin^ace of love had she leant over her 
mother’s bed. With what cheerfulness had she lied of 
that which passed below, what a countenance had she 
^ 12 * 
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put on all — no house njpre prosperous, no life more gay 
— how bravely had she carried it ! The jp^ace anft neat- 
ness and comfort of the room with its windows looking 
over the Rhofle valley, and its spiftning-wheel and linen 
chest ^nd blooming bow-pot, all came back to him ; so 
that he understood many things which hatl passed before 
him then, and then had roused but a passing and a trifling 
wonder. « , , 

Her anxiety lest fie, should take lodging there and 
add one more to the chances of espial, one more to the 
witnesses of her misery ; ?ier secret nods and looks, and 
that gently checked outburst of excitement on Madame 
Royaume’s part, which even at the time had seemed 
odd— <»qll were plain now. Ay, plain ; bfft suffused with 
a light so beautiful, ?fet in an atmosphere so pure and 
high, that no view of God’s earth, even from the eyrie of 
those lofty windows, and though dawn 'or sunset flung 
its fairest glamour over the scene, cou^d so fill the heart 
of man with gratitude and adit.irati«n I 

Up and down in the days gone by, his thoughts 
followed her through the house. Now he saw her 
ascend and enter, and finding all well, mask — but at 
what a cost — her #>.ching heart under smiles and cheer- 
ful looks and soft laughter. He he^fd the voice that 
was so seldom heard downstairs murmur loving words, 
and little jests, and dear foolish trifles ; heard it for the 
hundredth time reiterate^the false assurances that affec- 
tion hallowed. He was witness to the patient tendance, 
the pious offices, the tireless service of hand and eye, 
that went on in that room undei^'lthe tiles ; witness to 
the long communion hand in hand, with the world shut 
out ; to the anxious scrutiny, to the daily departure. A 
sad departure, though daily and m<^ than daily taken ; 
for she who descended carried a weight of fear and 
anxiety. As she came down the weary stairs, stage^by 
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stage, ne saw the brightness die.jfrom eye and lip, and 
pale fear or fiilll despair seize on its place. He saw 
—and his hear! was full— the slender figure, the pallid 
face enter the room fn which he stood — ft might be at 
the dawning when the cold shadow of the night ^ill lay 
on all, from thS dead ashes on the hearth to the fallen 
pot and displaced bench ; or it might be at mid-day, to 
meet sneers aijd taunts and ignoble looks ; and his heart 
was full. His face burned, his eye's filled, he could have 
kissed the floor she had walked over, the wooden spoon 
her hand had touched, the drencher-edge— done any 
foolish thing to prove his love. 

Love? It was a deeper thing than love, a holier, 
purer thing — tlfht which he felt. Such a feeling^as the 
rough spearsmen of the OrlcannJis had for Joan the 
maid ; or the great Florentine for the girl whom he saw 
for the first time at the banquet in the house of the 
Portinari ; or as t|jat man, who carried to his grave the 
Queen’s glove, yet had ne^^ft• touched it with his bare hand. 

Alas, that such feelings cannot last, nor such moments 
endure ; that in the footsteps of the priest, be he never 
so holy, treads ever the griiyiing acolyte with his mind 
on sweet things. They pass, these* feelings, and too 
quickly. But o^ce to have had them, once to have 
lived such moments, once to have known a woman and 
loved her in such wise leaves nc^ man as he was before ; 
leaves him at the least with a gaemory of a higher life. 

That the acolyte in Claude’s case took the form of 
Louis Gentilis made him no more welcome. Claude 
was still dreaming off his feet, still viewing in a kind of 
■happy amaze the simple things about him, things that 
for him wore 

The Hgl^hat never was on land or sea,* 

and that this world puts on but once for each of us, 
^n Gentilis opened the door and entered, bringing 
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with him a itish of r^ki, and a gust ofi night He 
breathed quickly as if he had been running, yet having 
closed the door, he paused before he ■advanced into 
the room ; arfd he seemed surpris'ed, and at a nonplus. - 
After ^ moment, “ Supper is not ready ?” he said. 

“ It is not time,” Claude answered curfly. The vision 
of an angel does not necessarily purify at all points, and 
he had small stomach for Master Louis air- any time. 

The youth winced under the tone, but stood his ground. 

“ Where is Anne ? ” he asked, something sullenly 

“ Upstairs. Why do yGu ask ? ” 

“Messer Basterga is not coming to supper. Nor 
Grio. They bade me tell her. And that they would 
be 

“ Very well, I will fell her.” 

But it was evident that that was not all Louis had in 
his mind. He remained fidgeting by the door, his cap in 
his hand ; and his face, had Claude iparked it — but he 
had already turned a cbntemJituocSir shoulder on him — 
was a picture of doubt and indecision. At length, ‘'I’w 
a message for you,” he muttered nervously. “From 
Messer Blondel the Syndic. He wants to see you — 
now.” » * 

Claude turned, and if he had not looked at the other 
before, he made up for it now. “ Oh ! ” he said at last, 
after a stare that bespoke both surprise and suspicion. 
“ He does, does he? And ,who made you his messenger?” 

“ He met me in the street— just now.” 

“ He knows you, then ? ” 

“ He knows I live here,” Louis muttered. 

“He piys us a vast amount of attention,” Claude 
replied with polite irony. “Nevertheless” — he turned 
again to the»fire — “ I cannot pleasuj^im,” he continued 
curtly, “ this time.” 

“ But he wants to see you,” Gentilis persisted desp^- 



A ^AySTERy SOLVED jjoj 

itely. It was plaii]^ that he was on pins and ne^l^. 
“ At rts housi:.| Cannot you believe me ? ” in a queruihusr 
tpne. “ It is fair and above board. I swear it is.” 

“Is it?” 

“ It is — I swear it is. He sent me. Do you doubt 
me?” he added with undisguised eagerness. 

Claude was about to say, with no politeness at all, 
that he did, ^nd to repeat his refusal in stronger terms, 

. when his ear caught the same soand which had revealed 
so much to him a few minutes earlier at the foot of the 
stairs. It came more faintly fthis time, deadened by the 
: closed door of the staircase, but to his enlightened senses 
it proclaimed so clearly what it was — the echo of a 
cracked, shrill^oice, of a laugh insane, uncanny, elfish — 
that he trembled lest Louis should hear it also and gain 
the clue. That was a thing to be avoided at all costs ; 
and even as this occurred to him he saw the way to avoid 
it. Basterga and Grio were absent : if this fool could be 
removed, even for ajj hqjjr or fcwo, Anne would have the 
house to herself, and by midnight the crisis might be 
overpast. , 

“ I will come with you,” he said. 

Louis uttered a sigh of relief. He had expected — and 
he had very ne^y received — another answer. “ Good ” 
he said. “ But he does not want me.” 

“ Both or neither,” Claude replied coolly. " For all I 
know ’tis an ambush.” 

“No, no!” 

" In which event I shall see that you share it. Or it 
may be a scheme iko draw me from here, and then if 
harm be done while I am away ” 

“ Harm ? What harm ? " Louis muttered. 

“ Any harm ! ^ harm be done, I say^ I shall then 
have you at h^d to pay me for it. So — both or 
neither I” 
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For a moment Louis' Hang-dog ^ace — ^none the hand- 
somer for the mark of ?he Syndic’s can^spelt /bfusal. 
Then he changed his mind. He nodded (splkily. “Very 
well,” he said.« “ But it is raining, ^and I have no great 
wish to — Hush ! What is that ? ” He raised his hand in 
the attitude of one listening and his eyes sought his com- 
panion’s. “ What is that ? Did you not hear something 
— ^like a scream upstairs ? ” 

“ I hear''something 'dike a fool downstairs ! ” Claude 
retorted gruffly. * 

“ But it was — I certaiii^y heard something ! ” Louis 

persisted, raising his hand again. “ It sounded ” 

“If we are to go, let us go!” Claude cried with 
temper. “ Come, if you want me to go !• It is not my 
expedition,” he contyjued, moving noisily hither and 
thither in search of his staff and cloak. “It is your 
affair, and — where is my cap ? " 

“ I should think it is in your room,” Louis answered 
meekly. “It was only that I tjjpugJjt il^ might be Anne. 

That there might be ” >• 

“Two fools in the house instead of one!” Claude*' 
broke in, emerging noisily, and slamming the door of his 
closet behind him. “ There, come, and we may hope to 
be back to supper some time to-night Do you hear ? ” 
And jealously shepherding the other out of the house, 
he withdrew the key when,^both had passed the threshold. 
Locking the door on the outside, he thrust the key under 
it. “ There ! ” he said, smiling at his cleverness, “ now, 
who enters — knocks !” 



CHAPTER XIV. 


“AND ONLY ONE DOSE IN ALL THE WORLD 1” 

• ; * 

In his picture of the life led b/the two women on the 
upper floor of the house in th| Corraterie, that picture 
which by a singular intuition he had conceived on the 
day of his arrival, Claude had not gone far astray. In 
all respects but stne the picture was truly drawn. Than 
the love between mother and daughter, no tie could 
be imagined at once more simple and more holy; no 
union more real and pure than that which bound to- 
gether these two women, left lonely in days of war and 
trouble in the mi(ftt of a q^y permanently besieged and 
meii.aced by an endunng peril. Almost forgotten by 
tl?e world below, which haid its own cares, its alarums 
and excursions, its strivings and aims, they lived for 
one another. The weak heaTth of the one and the brave 
spirit of the other Wad gradually inverted their positions; 
and the younger was mother, the elder, daughter. Yet . 
each retained, in addition, the pious instincts of the ori- 
ginal relation. To each the welfare of the other was the 
prime thought. To give the •other the better portion, 
be it of food or wine, of freedom from care, or ease of 
mind, and to take tlie worse, was to each the ground 
plan of life, as it was its chiefest joy. 

In their eyrie above the anxious city they led an ex- 
istence all their o)^ Between them were^ a hundred 
jests, Greek to otlWs; and whimsical ways, and fond 
sayings and old smiles a thousand times repeated. And 
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things that must be* ^ne after one fashion or |he sky 
would fall ; and others that must be d^b alter another 
fashion or the world would end. When •the house was 
empty of bokrders, or nearly eidpty — though at such 
times the cupboard also was apt to be bare — there were 
long hours spent upstairs and surveys of *household gear, 
carried up with difficulty, and reviews of linen and much 
talk of it^and small, meals, taken at the^open windows 
that looked over the ''Rhone valley and commanded the 
sunset view. Such times were times of gaiety though 
not of prosperity, and fa^ from the worst hours of life — 
had they but persisted. 

But in the March of i6oi a great calamity fell on 
these two. A fire, which consumed se>^ral houses near 
the Corraterie, and flung wide through the streets the 
rumour that the enemy had entered, struck the bedridden 
woman — aroused at midnight by shouts and the glare of 
flames — with so dire a terror, not on hjjr own account but 
on her daughter’s, that' she Vis »ever the same again. 
For weeks at a time she appeared to be as of old, Sa^e 
for some increase of weakness and tremulousness. But 
below the surface the brain, was out of poise, and under 
the least pressure ^f excitement she betrayed the change 
in a manner so appalling — by the lou^ negation of those 
beliefs which in saner moments were most dear to her, 
and especially by a denial of the Providence and good- 
ness of God — that even ^er child, even the being who 
knew her and loved her best, shuddered lest Satan, visible 
and triumphant, should rise to confront her. 

Fortunately the fits of this m^terious malady were 
short as l^iey were appalling, and to the minds of that 
day, suspicious. And in the beginning Anne had the 
support of «n old physician, well-nig^their only intimate. 
True, even he was scared by a form of disease, new 
and beyond his science ; but he prescribed a sedative and 
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he kep|: counsel. Hfc went furtl|ef ; for sufficiently ert- 
lightened himself to believe in the innocence of these 
attacks, he nolle the less explained to the daughter the 
l^ril to which her mother’s aberrations must expose her 
Were they known to the vulgar ; and he bade hgr hide 
them with all the care imaginable. 

• Anne, on this would fain have adopted the safest 
^course and kept the house empt;^; to the e»d that to 
the horror of her mother’s fits o£ delirium might not be 
lidded the chance of eavesdropping. But to do this was 
to starve, as well as to reveal to Madame Royaume the 
fact of those seizures of which no one in the world was 
more ignorant t^an the good woman who suffered under 
them. It followed that to Anne’s burden of dread by 
reason of the outer world, whom She must at all costs 
deceive, was added the weight of concealment from the 
one from whom she had never kept anything in her life. 
A thing which augmented immeasurably the loneliness 
of her position and th^wtight o*f her load. 

* Presently the drama, always pitiful, increased in in- 
' tensity. The old leech 'who had been her stay and 
helper died, and left her tew face the danger alone. A 
n^onth later Bastefga discovered the •secret and hence- 
forth held it ovel^er. From this time she led a life of 
which Claude, in his dreams upon the hearth, exaggerated 
neither the tragedy nor the beaftty. The load had been 
heavy before. Now to fear yas added contumely, and 
to vague apprehensions the immediate prospect of dis- 
covery and i^ril. "iyie grip of the big scholar, subtle, 
cruel, tightening day by day and hour by hour, was on 
her youth ; slowly it paralysed in her all jo^, all spirit, 
all the impulses of life and hope, that were natural to her 
age. 

That through all she showed an indomitable spirit, we 
know, We have seen how she bore herself when threat- 
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ened from an unexp&'A^u 4 ucii icr oon the morning when 
Claude Mercier, after overhearing her ^Sther’s ravings, 
had his doubts confirmed by the sight of«her depression 
on the stairs'? How boldly she met his attack, unfore- 
seen as it was, how bravely she shielded her other and 
dearef self, how deftly she made use* of the chance 
which the young man’s soberer sense afforded her, will 
be remen\bered. Buf not even in that pinch, no, nor in 
that worse hour when,Basterga, having discovered his 
knowledge to her, gave her — as a cat plays with a mouse 
which it is presently to t^r to pieces — a little law and a 
little space, did she come so near to despair as on this 
evening when the echo of her mother’s insane laughter 
drew her from the living-room at an hour without pre- 
cedent. 

For hitherto Madame Royaume’s attacks had come on 
in the night only. With a regularity not unknown in 
the morbid world they occurred about anidnight, an hour 
when her daughter could att^fid ^ her and when the 
house below lay wrapped in sleep. A change in this 
respect doubled the danger, thfcrefore. It did more ; the 
prospect of being summoned at any hour shook, if it did 
not break, the last* remains of Anne’s strength. To be 
liable at all times to such interruption^ to tremble while 
serving a meal or making a bed lest the dreadful sound 
arise and reveal all, to listen below and above and nevei; to 
feel safe for a minute, ne^er ! never ! — who could face, 
who could endure, who could lie down and rise up under 
this burden ? 

It could not be. As Anne ascended the stairs she felt 
that the end was coming, was come. Strive as she might, 
war as she might, with all the instinct, all the ferocity, of 
a mother defending her young, the dQt was come. The 
, secret could not be kept long. Even while she admin- 
istered the medicine with shaking hands, while with tea^ 
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in her voice she strove to still the p^ient and silence her 
wild words, ev«n while she restraifled by force the feeble 
strength that vjcfkild and could not, while in a word she 
omitted no precaution; relaxed no effort, her heart told 
her with every pulsation that the end was come. 

And presently, when Madame was quiet and slejjlt, the 
girl bowed her head over the unconscious object of her 
love and wep^ bitterly, passionately, wetting^with her 
tears the long grey hair that stre^fed the pillow, as she 
recalled with pitiful clearness all the stages of conceal- 
ment, all the things which sh<> had done to avert this 
end. Vainly, futilely, for it was come. The dark morn- 
ings of winter recurred to her mind, those mornings when 
she had risen ailH dressed herself by rushlight, with this 
fear redoubling the chill gloom of the cold house ; the 
nights, too, when all had been well, and in the last hour 
before sleep, finding her mother sane and cheerful, she 
had nursed the hqpe that the latest attack might be the 
last. The evenings byebt-faed •by that hope, the morn- 
ings darkened by its extinction, the rare hours of brood- 
ing, the days and weeks 9f brave struggle, of tendance 
never failing, of smiles veiling a sick heart — she lived 
all these again, looking pitifully back, ^straining tenderly 
in ,her arms the <i|fhr being she loved. 

And then, stabbing her back to life in the midst of 
her exhaustion, the thought pierced her that even now 
she was hastening the end by her absence. They would 
be asking for her below ; thej^ must be asking for her 
already. The supper-time was come, was past, perhaps ; 
and she was not ther^ She tried to picture what would 
happen, what already must be happening; ^and rising 
and dashing the tears from her face she stood listening. 
Perhaps Claude w(^g|^ make some excuse to^the others ; 
or, perhaps — ^how much had he guessed ? 

Her mother was passive now, sunk in the torpor which 
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followed the attack^and from wljich the poor woman 
Would awake in hap^ unconsciousness, of th^ whole, 
Ahne saw that her charge might be 4eft, and hastily 
smoothing the tangle of luxuriant hair which had fallen 
about her face, she opened the door. Another might 
have rtayed to allay the fever of her clveeks, to remove 
the traces of her tears, to stay the quivering of her hands ; 
but such small cares were not for her, nor for the occasion. 
She coulS form no iSea of the length of time she had 
spent upstairs, a half-hour, -or an hour and a half ; and 
without more ado she raised the latch, slipped out, and 
turning the key on her patient ran down the upper flight 
of stairs. 

She anticipated many things, but no^ that which she 
encountered — silenc^ on the upper landing, and below 
when she had descended and opened the staircase door 
— an empty room. The place was vacant ; the tables 
were as she had left them, half laid ; the pot was gently 
simmering over the fire> 

What had happened ? The supper-hour was past, yet 
none of the four who should ^ave sat down to the medl 
were here. Had they overheard her mother's terrible 
cry — those words which vofced the woman’s despair on 
finding, as she fancied, the city betraye«^| And were they 
gone to denounce her? The thought was discarded as 
soon as formed ; and before she could hit on a second 
explanation a hasty knocking on the door turned her 
eyes that way. 

The four who lodged in the house were not in the 
habit of knocking, for the door wait only locked at night 
when the 1/ist retired. She approached it then, wonder- 
ing, hesitated an instant, and at last, collecting her 
courage, ra^ed the latch. The d^f resisted her im- 
pulse. It was locked. 

She tried it twice, and it was only as she drew back the 
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^ond time that she saw the key Ijdng at the foot of tlw. 
door, that deepened the mystery>‘^hy had they locked, 
her in? Why. when they had done so, had they thrust 
the key under the door and so placed it in her power? 
^^ad Claude Mercier done it that the others might not 
enter to hear ^yhat he had heard and discover wshat he 
3bad discovered? Possibly. In which case the knocker 
■V-who at that instant made a second and moj^e earnMt 
attack upon tlfe door— must be one* of the others, and the 
■ sooner she opened the door the* less would be the sus- 


picion created. » , , j 

With an apology trembling on her lips she hastened 
to open. Then she stood bewildered ; she saw before 
her, not one of»the lodgers, but Messer Blondel. “I 
wish to speak to you,” the magistrate said with firmness. 
Before she knew what was happening he had motioned 
to her to go before him into the house, and following 
had locked the door behind them. 

She knew him*by si^t/as did all Geneva; and the 
blood, which surprise at the sight of a stranger had 
brought to her cheeks, fled, as she recognised the Syndic. 
Had they betrayed her, then, while she lingered upstairs? 
Had they locked her in "while they summoned the 
magistrate? Anj^ was he here to m^ke inquiries about 

—something he had heard ? 

His voice cut short her thoughts without allaying her 
fears. “ I wish to speak to you alone,” he said. “ Are 
you alone, girl ? ” His manfler was quiet, but masked 
excitement. His eyes scrutinised her and searched the 
room by turns. 

She nodded, unable to speak. 

“ There is no one in the house with you ? ” 

“Only my motl^ she murmured. 

“ She is bedridd^ is she not ? She cannot hear us ? ’ 

he added, frowning. 
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^1^0, but I am exj^ting the pth^ to return.” 

“Messer Sasterga?'**** ' 

^‘Ves.” 

“ He will eiot return before naomingj” the Syndic 
replied with decision, “nor his companion. The two 
youngcmen are safe also. If you are alqne, therefore, I 
wish to speak to you.” 

She bowed her head, trembling and wondering, fearing 
what the next momeift might disclose. 

“The young man who lodges here — of the name of 
Gentilis — he came to yojj some time ago and told you 
that the State needed certain letters which the man 
Basterga kept in a steel box upstairs ? That is so, is it 
not?" 

“ Yes, Messer Syndic.” 

“ And you looked for them ? ” 

“Yes, I — I was told that you desired them.” 

“You found a phial? You found a phial?” the Syn- 
dic repeated, passing hia tongue over bis lips. His face 
was flushed ; his eyes shone wiffi a peculiar brightness. 

“ I found a small bottle,” she^answered slowly. “ There 
was nothing else.” 

He raised his hand. If she had known how the delay 
of a second tortured him ! “ Describe it to me ! ” he 

said. “ What was it like ? ” 

Wondering, the girl triced to describe it. “ It was small 
and of a strange shape, of thin glass, Messer Syndic,” 
she said. “ Shot with gold, or there was gold afloat in 
the liquid inside. I do not know which.” 

“ It was not empty ? ” 

“ No, it v^as three parts full.” 

His hand went to his mouth, to hide the working of 
his lips. “ ^nd there was with it— ;4.4>aper, I think ? ” 
“No.” 

“A scrap, of parchment then? Some wprds^ some 



“AND ONLY ®NE DbSE IN ALL THE WORLD ! ” 

figures?” His voic^ rose as he ^ad a negative in her 
face. Ther«i was something, suTfely ? ” 

“ There wa^ %iothing,” she said. “ Had there been a 
scrap even of writing-* “ 

“Yes, yes?” He could not control his impatience. 

“ I should haye sent it to you. I should have thought,” 
she continued earnestly, “ that it was that you needed, 
Messer Syndic ; that it was that the State ne^ed. But 
there was nothing." 

“ Well, be there papers with it or be there not, I must 
have that phial ! ” 

Anne stared. “ But I do not think ” — she ventured with 
hesitation — and then as she gained courage, she went on 
more firmly — “<hat I can take it ! I dare not, Messer 
Syndic.” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“Papers for the State — were one thing,” she stam- 
mered in confusiqp ; “ but to take this — a bottle — would 
be stealing ! ” 

The S)mdic’s eyes sparkled. His passion overcame 
him. “Girl, don’t play ,with me!” he cried. “Don’t 
dare to play with me I ” And then as she shrank back 
alarmed by his tone, and shocked by this sudden peeping 
forth of the tragjjjfand the real, lo, in a twinkling he was 
another man, trembling, and holding out shaking hands 
to her. “ Get it for me I ” he sajd. “ Get it for me, girl I 
I will tell you what it is ! If I had told you before, I 
had had it now, and I should "be whole and well I whole 
and well. You have a heart and can pity! Women 
can pity. Then pity#me ! I am rich, but I am dying I 
1 am a dying man, rising up and lying down, counting 
the days as I walk the streets, and seeing the shroud 
rise higher and high^ upon my breast ! ” 

He paused for l^ath, endeavouring to gam some com- 
mand of himself ; while she, carried off her feet by this 

13 
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rush of words, stareci^^at him in etupefaction. ^efore 
he C2ime he had made ifp his mind to tell her the truth — 
or something like the truth. But he had^ not intended 
to tell the trtfth in this way until, face to face with her 
and met by her scruples, he let the impulse to tell the 
whole Carry him away. « 

He steadied his lips with a shaking hand. “You 
know now why I want it,” he resumed, speaking huskily 
and with restrained emotion. “ ’Tis lifel Life, girl I 
In that ” — he fought with himself before he could bring 
out the word — “ in that phial is my life ! Is life for 
whoever takes it ! It is the remedium, it is strength, 
life, youth, and but one — but one dose in all the world ! 
Do you wonder — I am dying! — that S' want it? Do 
you wonder — I am dying! — that I will have it? But” 
— with a strange grimace intended to reassure her — “ I 
frighten you, I frighten you.” 

“ No ! ” she said, though in truth she Ijad unconsciously 
retreated almost to the dooi^ojj^the staircase before his 
extended hands. “ But I — I scarcely understand, Messer 
Blondel. If you will please to tell me ” 

“Yes, yes ! ” 

“ What Messer Basterga— how he comes to have 
this ? ” She must parley with hirriy until she could 
collect her thoughts ; until she could make up her mind 
whether he was sane or mad and what it behoved her 
to do. 

“ Comes to have it ! ” Vie cried vehemently. “ God 
knows ! And what matter ? ’Tis the remedium, I tell 
you, whoever has it! It is life, '.^rength, youth!" he 
repeated, his eyes glittering, his face working, and the 
impulse to tell her not the truth only, but more even 
than the truth, if he might thereby^d^zzle her, carrying 
him away. “ It is health of body, though you be dying, 
as I am I And health of mind though you be possessed 
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of devi^! It is a cuae for all ills,jl>r all weaknesses, all 
diseases, even,* with a queer grimace, “ for the Scholar’s 
evil I Think if it were not rare, if it were not some- 
thing above the commbn, if it were not whaf leeches seek 
in vain, I should be here ! I should have more than 
enough to buy at, I, Messer Blondel of Geneva!* He 
ceased, lacking breath. 

“ But,” she said timidly, “ will not Messer Bas|erga give 
it to you ? Or sell it to you ? ” 

“Give it to me? Sell it to mer He?” Blondel’s 
hands flew out and clawed the a*r as if he had the Paduan 
before him, and would tear it from him. “ He give it 
me? No, he will not. Nor sell it! He is keeping it 
for the Grand Efhke ! The Grand Duke ? Curse him ; 
why should he esca'^e more than another?” 

Anne stared. Was she dreaming or had her brain 
given way? Or was this really Messer Blondel the 
austere Syndic, this man standing before her, shaking in 
his limbs as he pourejj^fcfrth this strange farrago of 
remedia and scholars and princes and the rest ? Or if 
she were not mad was he n^d ? Or could there be truth, 
any truth, any fact in the medley? His clammy face, 
his trembling hands, answered for his ^lief in it. But 
coqld there be s^jirfi a thing in nature as this of which 
he spoke? She had heard of panaceas, things which 
cured all ills alike ; but hitherto ^ey had found no place 
in her simple creed. Yet that he believed she could not 
doubt ; and how much more*he knew than she did ! 
Such things might be ; in the cabinets of princes, per- 
haps, purchasable by il^huge fortune and by the labour, 
the engrossment, the devotion of a life. She did not 
know; and for him his acts spoke. 

“ It was this thaJtal^ouis Gentilis was seejjing ? ” she 
murmured 

“What else?” he retorted, opening and shutting his 
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hands. “ Had I told^him the truth, as I have tc|^d you, 
the thing had been in Siy grasp now ! ” » 

“ But are you sure,” she ventured to dsJc with respect, 
“ that it will flo these things, Messftr Blondel ? ” 

He flung up his hands in a gesture of impatience. 
"And® more! And more!” he cried. 6“It is life and 
strength, I tell you ! Health and youth ! For body or 
mind, fowithe old or the young ! But enough ! Enough, 
girl!” he resumed ift^an altered tone, a tone grown 
peremptory and urgent. “Get it me! Do you hear? 
Stand no longer talking! At any moment they may 
return, and — and it may be too late.” 

Too late ! It was too late already. The door shook 
even as he spoke under an angry summons. As he 
stiffened where he«stood, his ey&K fixed upon it, his 
hand still pointing her to his bidding, a face showed 
white at the window and vanished again. An instant 
he imagined it Basterga’s ; and hand, v^ice, eyes, all hung 
frozen. Then he saw his rffist&ke — ^to whomsoever the 
face belonged, it was not Basterga’s ; and finding voice 
and breath again, “Quick!” -he muttered fiercely, “db 
you hear, girl? Get it! Get it before they enter!” 

Her hand was pn the latch of the inner door. Another 
second and, swayed by his will, she wW^ld have gone, up 
and got the thing he needed, and the stout door would 
have shielded them, and within the staircase he might 
have taken it from her and no one been the wiser. But 
as she turned, there camera second attack on the door, so 
loud, so persistent, so furious, that she faltered, remem- 
bering that the duplicate key of Bksterga’s chamber was. 
in her mother’s room, and that she must mount to the 
top of the house for it 

He saw her hesitation, and, sheijpm by the face which 
had looked in out of the night, anii which still m!^t be 
watching his movements, his resolution gave way. The 
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habit dT a life, of formalism pre^led. The thing was 
as good as hisj she would get it presently. Why, then, 
cause talk and scandaJ by keeping these persons — ^who- 
ever they were — outside, when the thing might be had 
without talk ? , 

“ To-night ! ” he cried rapidly. “ Get it to-night, then I 
Do you hear, girl? You will be sure to get 4 ?” His 
eyes flitted ffom her to the d«or and back again. 
“ Basterga will not return until to?morrow. You will get 
it to-night ! ” 

She murmured some form of assent. 

“ Then open the door ! open the door ! ” he urged 
impatiently. And with a stifled oath, “A little more 
and they will rouse fc|;ie town ! ” 

She ran to obey, the door flew open, and into the 
room bundled first Louis without his rap ; and then 
on his heels and gripping him by the nape, Claude 
Mercier. Nor did the lattfer seem in the least degree 
abashed by the presence in which he found himself. 
On the contrary, he looked,at the Syndic, his head high ; 
as if he, and not the magistrate, had the right to an 
explanation. 

But Blondel ha^ recovered himself. ' " Come, come ! ” 
he said sternly. What is this, young man ? Are you 
drunk ? ” 

“ Why was the door locked ? " 

“That you might not inter Aapyme,” Blondel replied 
severely, “ while I asked some questions. I have it in 
my mind to ask you aome also. You took him to my 
house ? ” he continued, addressing Louis. 

Louis whined that he had. 

“You were late His cold eye i^turned to 

Claudf^ “You wdiWate, I warrant. Attfcnd me to- 
morrow at nine, young man. Do you hear ? Do you 
understand ? ” 
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‘•Yes,” 

Then have a care you are there, or «the officers will 
fetch you. ‘And you," he continued, turning more 
graciously to Anne, “see, young woman, you keep 
couns«l. A still tongue buys friends, and is a service to 
the State. With that — good-night.” ** 

He looked from one to the other with a sour smile, 
nodded, and passed oV.t. 

He left Claude starihg, and something bewildered in 
the middle of the room. ^ The love, the pity, the admira- 
tion of which the lad’s heart had been full an hour 
before, still hungered for expression ; but it was not easy 
to vent such feelings before Louis, nor a moment when 
the Syndic’s cold eyj^ and the puzzl^ of his presence there 
chilled for the time the atmosphere of the room. 

Claude, indeed, wa'’ utterly perplexed by what he had 
seen : and before he could decide what he would do, 
Anne, ignoring the need ofte^lanation, had tak^n the 
matter into her own hands. Sne had begun to set out 
the meal ; and Louis, smiling maliciously, had seated 
himself in his place. To speak with any effect then, or 
to find words adequate to 'the feelings that had moved 
him a while before, was impossible.^ A moment later, 
the opportunity was gone. 

“You must please to wait on yourselves," the girl said 
wearily. “ My mother is not well, and I may not come 
down again this even^g.^ As she spoke, she lifted from 
the table the little tray, which she had prepared. . 

He was in time to open the isor for her ; and even 
then, hadrshe glanced at him, his eyes must have told 
her much, .perhaps enough. But she did not look at 
him. Sh§i was preoccupied with her own thoughts; 
pressing thoughts they must have^£*i. She pass;)^ him 
as if he had been a stranger, her eyes on the tray. 
Worshipp^, he stood, and saw her turn the corner at 
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the lead of the fl^ht; then with a full heart he went' 
back to his place. His time would come. 

. ^Amd she ? ' At thp door of Basterga’s room she pause^: 
and: stood long in thought, gazing at the rushlight she 
carried on the tray— yet seeing nothing. A sentence, one 
sentence of all those which Blondel had poured forth-^ 
not Blondel the austere Syndic, who had sgt the lads 
aside as if they had been schoolboys, but Blondel the 
man, trembling, holding out suppliant hands— rang again 
and again in her ears. 

“It is health of body, though you be dying as I am, 
and health of mind, though you be possessed of devils ! ” 
Health of bo(|y ! Health of mind I Health of body 1 
Health of mindli The words wrote themselves before 
her eyes in letters of fire. Health’of Body ! Health of 
Mind! 

And only one dose in all the world. Only one dose 
in all the world! She recillecl that too. 



CHAPTER XV. 


ON', THE BRIDGE. 

To say that the Syndic, as soon as he had withdrawn, 
repented of his weakness &nd wished with all his heart 
that he had not opened until the remedium was in his 
hand, is only to say that he was human^ He did more 
than this, indeed. When he had ad^nced some paces 
in the direction of tht Porte Tertasse he returned, and 
for a full minute he stood before the Royaumes’ door 
irresolute ; half-minded to knock and, casting the fear of 
publicity to the winds, to say that he mfiist have at once 
that for which he had come. He would get it, if he did, 
he was certain of that.^ And for the rest, what the young ^ 
men said or thought, or what others who heard their story 
might say or think, mattered- not a straw now that he 
came to consider it-; since he could have Basterga seized 
on the morrow, and all would pass for a jJurt of his affair. 

Yet he did not knock. A downward step on the slope 
of indecision is hard to tetrace. He reflected that he 
would get the remediim ^n the morning. He would 
certainly get it. The ^1 was won over, Basterga was 
away. Practically, he had no one tg^fear. And to make 
a stir when ^e matter could be arranged without a stir 
was not the’ part of a wise man in the position of a 
magistrate. Slowly he turned and walked away. 

But, as if his good angel touched^l^^ on the shoulder, 
under the Porte Tertasse he had qualms; and again he 
stood. And when, after a shorter interval and with less 
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indecision, he resumed*his course, i^;^ by no means with 
the air of a vicftor. He would receive what he needed in 
the morning : he dared not admit a doubt of that And 
yet — was it a vague presentiment that weighed on him as 
he walked, or only the wintiy night wind that caused the 
blood to run mdre slowly and more tamely in his ^eins ? 
He had not fared ill in his venture, he had made success 
certain. ‘ And ^et he was unreasonably, he w^s unac- 
countably, he was undefinably depressed. 

He grew more cheerful when he had had his supper 
and seated before a half-flagorf of wine gave the reins 
to his imagination. For the space of a golden hour he 
held the remediu^ in his grasp, he felt its life-giving 
influence course through his frame, he tasted again of 
health and strength and manhood, <ie saw before him 
years of success and power and triumph ! In comparison 
to it the bath of Pelias, though endowed with the virtues 
which lying Medba attribq^ed to it, had not seemed 
more desirable, nor the elixir of life, nor the herb of 
Anticyra. Nor was it until he had taken the magic 
draught once and twice atid thrice in fancy, and as often 
hugged himself on health renewed and life restored that 
a thought, which had visited him at an^earlier period of 
thtf evening, reCtStfed and little by little sobered him. 

This was the reflection that he knew nothing of the 
quantity of the potion which hh must take, nothing of 
the time or of the manner o^ taWng it. Was it to be 
taken all at once, or in doses? j^ure, or diluted with 
wine, or with water, 0[^with aqutfvitce ? At any hour, or 
at midnight, or at a particular epoch of the moon's age, 
of when this or that star was in the ascendant? 

The question bulked larger as he considered it ; for in 
life no trouble is s^^^PlPbnted but another appears to con- 
front us ; nor is the most perfect success of an imperfect 
world without its drawback. Now that he held the elixir 
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his, now that in fanc)jjhe had it in*his grasp, the f>roblem 
of the mode and the quantity which had* seemed trivial 
and negligible a few days or hours before, grew to for- 
,midable dimensions ; nor could *he of himself discover 
any solution of it. He had counted on finding with the 
potidh some scrap of writing, some memorandum, some 
hieroglyphics at least, that, interpreted by such skill as 
he could command, jvould give him the^clue he sought. 
But if there was nothing, as the girl asserted, not a line 
nor a sign, the matter could be resolved in one iVay only. 
He must resort to presture. With the potion and the 
man in his possession, he must force the secret from 
Basterga ; force it by threats or promises or aught that 
would weigh with a man who la^ lielpless and in a 
dungeon. It would not be difficult to get the truth in 
that way : not at all difficult. It seemed, indeed, as if 
Providence — and Fabri and Petitot and Baudichon — had 
arranged to put the man in^is power W hoc. 

He hugged this thought to him, and grew so enamoured 
of it that he wondered that he had not had the courage 
to seize Basterga in the beginning. He had allowed 
himself to be disturbed by phantoms ; there lay the truth. 
He should have^seen that the scholar dared not for his 
own sake destroy a thing so precious*, %.**thing by which 
he might, at the worst, ransom his life. The Syndic 
wondered that he had ‘not discerned that point before : 
and still in sanguine ^um^ur he retired to bed, and slept 
better than he had sl^t for weeks, ay, for months. The 
elixir was his, as gooa'as his; if he did not presently 
have Messer Basterga by the nape ne was much mistaken. 

He had'had the scholar watched and knew whither he 
was gone and that he would not return before noon. At 
nine o’clock, therefore, the hour si^lj^ch he had directed 
Claude to come to him at his house, he approached the 
Royaumes’ door. Pluming himself on the stratagem 1^ 
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which Ttwice in the twenty-four Ijours he had rid himself 
of an inconv^ient witness, he opened the door boldly’ 
and entered. 

On the hearth, cap in hand, stood not Claude, byt 
Louis. The lad wore the sneaking^ air as of one surprised 
in a shameful •action, which such characters weSr even 
when innocently employed. But his actions proved that 
he was not surprised. With finger on his lipf and eyes 
enjoining caution, he signed to,fhe Syndic to be silent, 
and with head aside set the example of listening. 

The Syndic was not the maa to suffer fools gladly, and 
he op^ed his mouth. He closed it — all but too late. 
All but too lat^if — the thought sent cold shivers down 
his back — if Bastei^a had returned. With an air almost 
as furtive as that of the lad before him, he signed to him 
to approach. 

Louis crossed the room with a show of caution the 
more strange asft:he early pecember sun was shining and 
all without was cheerful. “ Ha5 he come back ? ” Blondel 
, whispered. 

“ Claude ? ” 

“ Fool ! ” Low as the Syndic pitched his tone it ex- 
pressed a world of contempt. “ No, I|asterga? ” 

• The youth ^iOok his head, and again laying his finger 
to his lips listened. 

“What I He has not?” Blondel’s colour returned, 
his eyes bulged out iVith passion.^ What did the imbecile 
mean? Because he knew certain things did he think 
himself privileged tcy)lay the f0o\ ? The Syndic’s fingers 
tingled. Another second and he had broken the silence, 
with a vengeance, when — 

"You are — too late!” Louis muttered. “Too late!” 
he repeated with^plruded lips. 

Blondel glardCT at him as if he would annihilate him. 
Too late? What did this creature know? Or how 
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. could it be too late^if Basterga «ad not returned? 
Yet the Syndic was shaken. His fingbrs no longer 
tingled for tlje other’s cheek; he^no longer panted to 
hi^ak the silence in a way that should startle him. On 
the contrary, he listened ; while his eyes passed swiftly 
round She room, to gather what was ailniss. But all 
seemed in order. The lads’ bowls and spoons stood on 
the table, She great roll of brown bread laj| beside them, 
and a book, probably Claude’s, lay face downwards on 
the board. The door of one of the bedrooms stood open. 
The Syndic’s suspicious gUze halted at the closed door. 
He pointed to it. ,vr 

Louis shook his head ; then, seeing Jjiat this was not 
enough, “ There is no one there,” he yrhispered. “ But I 
cannot tell you here?. I will follow you, honoured sir, 
to ” 

“The Porte Tertasse.” 

“ Mercier would meet us, byiyour leavd,” Louis rejoined 
with a faint grin. 

The magistrate glared at the tool who on a sudden„ 
was turned adviser. ^Still, for the time he must humour 
him. “ The mills, then, on Jthe bridge,” he muttered 
And he opened th^ door with care and went out With 
a dreadful sense of coming evil he went»d!ong the Cor- 
raterie and took his way down the steep to the bridge 
which, far below, curbed the blue rushing waters of the 
Rhone The roar of 'rthe ^cy torrent and of the busy 
mills, stupendous as i\ was, was not loud enough to 
deaden the two words tMt clung tt^his ears, “Too latel 
Tog late ! ” Nor did the frosty sunshine, gloriously re- 
flected from*' the line of snowy peaks to eastward, avail 
to pierce the gloom in which he walked. For Louis 
Gentilis, if il^should turn out thaWlaiiad inflicted this 
penance for naught, there was preparmg an evil hour. 

The magistmte turned aside on a part of the bridge 
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betwedh two mills. •With his back to the wind-swept 
lake and its \;^ide expanse of ruffled waves, he stood a ' 
little apart from the current of crossers, on a space kept 
clear of loiterers by the keen breeze. He ^med, if an;g 
curious eye fell on him, to be engaged in watching the 
swirling torren^ pour from the narrow channel beneath 
him, as in warmer weather many a one stood to watch 
it. Here two minutes later Louis found him; and if 
Blondel still therished hope, if he still fought against 
fear, or maintained courage, the lad’s smirking face was 
enough to end all. 

For a moment, such was the effect on him, Blondel 
could n^lNipeak. At last, with an effort, “ What is it ? ” 
he said. “Wha'^as happened?” 

“ Much,” Louis replied glibly. “ ^.ast night, after you 
had gone, honoured sir, I judged by this and that, that 
there was something afoot. And being devoted to your 
interests, and seeking only to serve you ” 

“ The point ! The poin*t ! ” • the Syndic ejaculated. 
“What has happened?” 

• “Treachery,” the young, man an^ijvered, mouthing his 
words with enjoyment ; it was for him a happy moment. 
“Black, wicked treachery!” with a glance behind him. 
“■irhe worst, ^ the worst, if I rightly apprehend the 
matter.” 

“ Curse you,” Blondel cried, contrary to his custom, for 
he was no swearer, “ you will kill mg^ if you do not speak.” 

“ But ” 

“What has happened . Wha^has happened, man I” 

“ I was going to tel 1 *you, honoured sir, that I watched 
her ” 

“Anne? The girl?” 

“Yes, and an 1^^ before midnight sh<i took that 
which you wishe^^Reto get — the bottle. She went to 
Bastei^a’s room, and 
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“ Took it ! Well ? Well ? ” TRe Syndic’s facfe, grey 
‘ a moment before, was '^dangerously suffused with blood. 
The cane that had inflicted the bruise Louis still wore 
across his visage, quivered ominously. Public as the 
bridge was, open to obloquy and remark as an assault 
must Jay him, Blondel was within an ijich of striking 
the lad again. “ Well ? Well ? ” he repeated. “ Is that 
all you have to tell me ? ” 

“Would it were Louis replied, railCing his open 
hands with sanctimonious fervour. “Alas, sir I” 

“ You watched her 

Cl 

“ I watched her back to her room.” 

“ Upstairs ? ” 

“ Yes, the room which she occupied with her mother. 
And kneeling and listening, and seeing what I could for 
your sake,” the knave continued, not a feature evincing 
the shame he should have felt, “ I saw her handle the phial 
at a little table opposite the door, but hidden by a curtain 
from the bed.” 

The Syndic’s eyes conveyed the question his lips 
refused to frame, ^o man,, submitted to the torture,’ 
has ever suffered more thari^ he was suffering. 

But Louis had as much mind to avenge himself as the 
bravest, if he could do so safely ; and would not. be 
hurried. “ She held it to the light,” he said, dwelling on 
every syllable, “and turned it this way and that, and 

I could see bubbles of gold ” 

“Ahl” 

“ Whirling and leapirrg up and down in it as if they 
lived — God guard us from the 'uvil one ! Then she 
knelt 

The Syndic uttered an involuntary cry. 

“And prpyed,” Louis continue<|^anfirming his astonish- 
ing statement by a nod. “ But r^!w.^r to it — ’twas on 
the table before her— or to the devil, or otherwise, I know 
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not 0nly ” — with damnatory candour — “ it had a 
strange aspect , Certainly she kftelt, and it was on 
the table in front of her, and her forehead rested on 
her hands, and ” 

“ What then ? What then ? By Heaven, the point ! ” 
gasped Blondel,^ writhing in torture. “What then? 
blind worm that you are, can you not see that you 
are killing me? What did she do with it? Tell me !” 

“ She poured It into a glass, and^ — ” 

“ She drank it ? ” 

“No, she carried it to her mother,” Louis replied as 
slowly as 'he dared. Fawning on the hand that had 
struck hmi;«4}0 would fain bite it if he could do so safely. 
“I did not see' wha^ followed,” he went on, “they were 
behind the screen. 'But I heard he/ say that it was 
Madame’s medicine. And I made out enough ” 

“ Ah!” 

“ To be sure that her mother drank it.” 

Blondel stared at him a moment, wide-eyed ; then, 
with a cry of despair, bitter, final, indescribable, the 
Sfndic turned and hurried ajvay. Hu did not hear the 
timid remonstrances which Louis, wno followed a few 
paces behind, ventured to utter. He did not heed the 
wondering looks^f those whom he jostled as he plunged 
into the current of passers and thrust his way across the 
bridge in the direction whence h^ had come. The one 
impulse in his blind brain was to^et home, that he 
might be alone, to think and nftoan and bewail himself 
unwatched ; even as the first inatinct of the wounded 
beast is to seek its laii» and lie bidden, there to await 
with piteous eyes and the divine patience of animals the 
coming of death. 

But this man had th^pstinct only, not the^patience. 
In his case would thought wild rages, gnaw- 

ings of r^p’et, teawof blood. That he might have, and 
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had not, that he had failed by so Wttle, that he Kad been 
worsted by his own'^tools — these thingg and the bitter 
irony of life’s chances would madden and torment him. 
^ In an hour he would live a lifetirtie of remorse ; yet find 
in his worst moments no thought more poignant than 
the n?flection that had he played the ga^e with courage, 
had he grasped the nettle boldly, had he seized Basterga 
while it. was yet time, he might have lived ! He might 
have lived ! Ah, God ! 

Meanwhile Louis, though consumed with desire to see 
what would happen, remained on the bridge. He had 
tasted a fearful joy and would fain savour more^ of it if 
he could do so with a whole skin. But to fc)J*;3w seemed 
perilous ; he held the Sjmdic’s mood^in too great awe for 
that. He did th^, next best thing. He hastened to a 
projecting part of the bridge a few paces from the spot 
where they had conferred ; there he raised himself on 
the parapet that he might see which vfay Blondel turned 
at the end of the bridge. If he entered the town no 
more could be made of it : but if he turned right-handed 
and by the rampa^ft to the Gorraterie, Louis’ mind wks 
made up to risk -iomething. He would follow to the 
Royaumes’ house. The magistrate could hardly blame 
him for going to his own lodging ! ^ 

It was a busy hour, and, cold as it was, a fair number 
of people were passing .between the island and the upper 
town. For a raonl>^nt, look as he might, he could not 
discern the Syndic’s spare figure ; and he was beginning 
to think that he had nv'ssed him when he saw something 
that in a twinkling turned his thoughts. On the bank 
a little betiide the end of the bridge stood Claude Mercier. 
He carried a heavy stick in his hand, and he was waiting : 
waiting, ^Y^th his eyes fixed oqg^^tf friend, and a look in 
those eyes that even at that distanSs^ised a gentle sweat 
on Louis’ brow. 
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It required little imagination to follow Claude’s past : 
movements. He had gone to fhe Syndic’s house at * 
nine, and finding himself tricked a secoqd time had 
teturned hot-foot to tlie Corraterie. Thence he hatj^ 
tracked the two to this place. But how long had he 
been waiting, Lpuis wondered ; and how much lAd he 
seen ? Something for certain. His face announced that ; 
and Louis, hot all over, despite the Jceen wind aAd frosty 
air, augured tile worst. Coward%Tiowever have always 
one course open. The way was clear behind him. He 
could cross the island to the St.*Gervais bank, and if he 
were rumble he might give his pursuer the slip in the 
maze of sri*^^ streets beside the water. It was odd if 
the lapse of a few^Jjours did not cool young Mercier’s 
wrath, and restore him to a frame of <nind in which he 
might be brought to hear reason. 

No sooner planned than done. Or rather it would have 
been done if turning to see tl%at the way was clear behind 
him, Louis had not discovered a second watcher, who from 
a spot on the edge of the island was marking his move- 
rilents with grim attention. • This waitcher was Basterga. 
Moreover the glance which apprised Hbuis of this showed 
him that the scholar’s face was as black as thunder. 

Then, if the^pods looked down that day upon any 
mortal with pity, they must have looked down on this 
young man ; who was a coward. At the one end of 
the bridge, Claude, with an ugly wrapon and a face to 
match 1 At the other, Basterga, with a black brow and 
Heaven alone could say how ^uch knowledge of his 
treachery! The scholar could not know of the loss of 
the phial, indeed, for it was clear that he had just returned 
to the city by the St. Gervais gate. But that he soon 
would know of it, knew something aliieady, that 

he had been a witafrato the colloquy with the Syndic — 
this was certain. ' 
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At any rate Louis* thought so, aifd his knees trembled 
under him. He had no longer a way of Retreat, and out 
of the corner of his eye he saw Claude beginning to 
lidvance. What was he to do ? 'The perspiration burst 
out on him. He turned this way and that, now casting 
wild tyes at the whirling current bel^w, now piteous , 
eyes — the eyes of a calf on its way to the shambles, and 
as little iegarded — ori the thin stream of passers. How 
could they go on theif ,way and leave hinf to the mercies 
of this madman ? 

He smothered a shr/ek as Claude, now less than 
twenty paces away, sped a look at him. Claudcj^indeed, 
was thinking of Anne and her wrongs ; an^.-^ a certain 
kiss. His face told this so plainly,' and that passion 
was his master, that Louis’ cheek grew white. What 
if the ruffian threw him into the river? What if— and 
then like every coward, he chose the remoter danger. 
With Claude at hand, he tu,'^ned and fkd, dashed blindly 
through the passers on the bridge, flung himself on 
Basterga, and, seizing the big scholar by the arm, strove 
to .shelter himself l^ehind hire.. 

“ He is mad ! ” hfe gasped., “ Mad ! Save me ! He is 
' going to throw me over ! ” 

“ Steady ! ” Basterga answered ; an(J . he opposed his 
huge form to Claude’s rush. “ What is this, young man ? 
Coming to blows ^ in 4:he street ? For shame ! ' For 
shame ! ” He mov^i again so as still to confront him. 

“ Give him up ! ” Clailde panted, scarcely preventing 
himself from attacking both. “ Give him up, I say, 
and ” 

“ Not till I have heard what he has done 1 Steady, 
young man, keep your distance ! ” 

“I wiy tell you everythiii|L^ Everything!” Louis 
whined, clinging to his arm. 

“ Do you hear what he says ? ” Bastt rga replied. “ In 
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the meantime, I tell' you to keep your distance, young^ 
man. I am n<jt used to be jostled ! ” 

Claude hesitated a moment, scowling. /Then, “Very 
well ! ” he said, drawing ofT with a gesture of menace 
“It is only put off: I shall pay him another time. It 
is waiting for you, sneak, bear that in mind f And 
shrugging his shoulders he turned with as much dignity 
as he could and moved off. . * 

Basterga wHfeeled from him tc^'the other. “ So ! ” he 
said. “ You have something to tell me, it seems ? ” And 
taking the trembling Louis b)^ the arm, he drew him 
aside, 4 few paces from the approach of the bridge. In 
doing this hung a moment searching the bridge and 
the farther b^k'^^th a keen gaze. He knew, and for 
some hours had known, on what a narrow edge of peril 
he stood, and that only Blondel’s influence protected 
him from arrest. Yet he had returned : ‘ he had not 
hesitated to put 4iis head again into the lion’s mouth. 
Still if Louis’ words meant that certain arrest awaited 
him, he was not too proud to save himself. 

• He could discern no officers on the bridge, and satis- 
fied on the point of immediate danger, he turned to his 
shivering ally. “ Well, what is it ? ” he said. “ Speak ! ’’ 

“ I’ll tell you Jjie truth,” Louis gabblec^. 

“ You had better ! ” Basterga replied, in a tone that 
meant much more than he said. . “ flr you will find me 
worse to deal with than yonder hot-Ifead ! I will answer 
for that.” 

“ Messer Blondel has been at .the house,” Louis mur- 
mured glibly, his mind centred on the question how 
much he should tell. “ Last night and again ^his morn- 
ing. He has been closeted with Anne and Mercier. 
And there has been sj;A|^alk — of a box or a bottle.” 

“Were they in ? ” Basterga asked, his brow 

contracting. ^ 

*4 
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“No, downstairs.” ^ 

“ Did they get — the box or the bottle B " t here was 
a dangerous ^lote in Basterga’s voice ; and a look in his 
tyes that scared the lad. 

Louis, as his instinct was, lied again, fleeing the more 
pressilig peril. “Not to my knowledge,”? he said. 

“And you?” The scholar eyed him with bland 
suavity. “ You had' nothing to do — with all this, I 
suppose ? ” ” 

“ I listened. I was in my room, but they thought I 
was out. When I weivt,” the liar continued, “ they dis- 
covered me ; and Messer Blondel followed me and over- 
took me on the bridge and threatened — th-'^C^he would 
have me arrested if I were not silent” 

“ You refused terbe silent, of course ? ” 

But Louis was too acute to be caught in a trap so 
patent. He knew that Basterga would not believe in 
his courage, if he swore todt. “ No, f said I would be 
•silent,” he answered. *‘And I should have been,” he 
continued with candour, “if I had not run into your 
arms.” 

“ But if you assented to his wish,” Basterga retorted, 
eyeing him keenly, “why did he depart after that 
fashion ? ” 

“ Something hapoened to him,” Louis said. “ I do not 
know what. He s'^mod to be in distress, or to be ill.” 

“ I could see that, the^scholar answered dryly. “ But 
Master Claude ? What of him ? And why was he so 
enamoured of you that l^e could not be parted from you ? ” 

“ It was to punish me for listening. They followed me 
different ways.” 

“ I see. And that is the truth, is it ? ” 

“ I swefar it is ! ” • 

The scholar saw no reason why rife, should not be the 
truth. Louis, a facile tool, had alway^ been of his, the 
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stronger, party. If J^ondel tamperfed with any one, he 
would naturally, if he knew augli^ of the house, suborn* 
Claude or Anne. And Louis, spying and^ fleeing, and 
when overtaken, promising silence, was quite in the 
picture. The only thing, indeed, which stood out 
awkwardly, and Refused to fall into place, was the %shion 
in which the Syndic had turned and gone off the bridge. 
And for that there might be reaspns. He might have 
been seized wtth a sudden attaq|t of his illness, or he 
might have perceived Basterga watching him from the 
farther bank. ^ 

On 4ihe whole, the scholar, forgetting that cowards are 
ever liars, no r^so« 'to doubt Louis’ story. It did 
but add one Hiows^to the motives he had for action: 
immediate, decisive, striking action, i4 he would save his 
neck, if he would succeed in his plans. That the Syndic 
alone stood between him and arrest, that by the Syndic 
alone he lived, htf had learni*d at a meeting at which he 
had been present the previous night at the Grand Duke’s 
country house four leagues distant. D’ Albigny had been 
there, and Brunaulicu, Captain of the Grand Duke’s 
Guards, and Father Alexander, w^o dreamed of the 
Episcopate of Geneva, and others — the chiefs of the plot, 
his patrons. •To his mortification they had been able 
to tell him things he had not learned, though he was 
within the city, and they without. /Among others, that 
the Council had certain knowledge of him and his plans, 
and but for the urgency of B!ondel would have arrested 
him a fortnight before. 

His companions at the midifight supper had detected 
his dismay, and had derided him, thinking thht with that 
there was an end of the mysterious scheme which he had 
refused to impart. ^J]<ijp|»fancied that he wouUl not return 
to the city, or a|!Hture his head a second time within 
the lion's jawsr But they reckoned without their man. 
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Bastet^a with all his faults was brave ; and he had failed 
in too many schemes to resign this one lightly. 

Si fractug illabatur(.orbis 
Impavidum ferient ruins,” 

he murmured; and he had ventured, he had passed the 
gates, he was here. Here, with his eyes open to the 
peril, and open to the necessity of immediate action if 
the slender thread by. which all hung were not to snap 
untimely. 

Blondel ! He lived by Blondel. And Blondel — why 
had he left the bridge in ^hat strange fashion ? Abruptly, 
desperately, as if something had befallen hun. Why? 
He must learn, and that quickly. 



CHAPTER XVI. 


A ^LOVE AND WHAT ^AME OF IT. 

Meanwhile, Claude, robbed of his prey, had gone into 
the town in great disgust. As k; passed from the bridge, 
and pTiused before he entci^the huddle of narrow streets 
that cHmbtd ,the biilf^flTnad on his left the glittering 
heights of snow,"^sing ridge above ridge to the blue; 
and most distant among them Mont*Blanc itself, ethere- 
alised by the frosty sunshine and clear air of a December 
morning. But Mont Blanc might have been a marsh, 
the Rhone, pouAng its icy Volume from the lake, might 
have been a brook, for him. ‘Aware, at length, of the 
.peril in which Anne stood, and not doubting that these 
colloquies of Messers Blotidel and Louis, these manceu- 
vrings to be rid of his presence, werej part of a conspiracy 
against her, he burned with the desire to thwart it. They 
haid made a pftppet of him ; they had sent him to and fro 
at their will and pleasure ; and thjy had done this, no 
doubt, in order that in his absenc/ they might work — 
Heaven knew what vile and miserable work ! But he 
would know, too ! He was going to know 1 He would 
not be so tricked thrice. 

His indignation went beyond the Syndic. The smug- 
faced towns-folk whom he met and jostled i!i the narrow 
ways, and whose grave starched looks he countered with 
hot defiant glance&i^fiWvncluded them in his anathema. 
He extended y^hem the contempt in which he held 
Blondel and Couis and the rest. They were all of. a 
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breed, a bigoted br^ ^ all dull, blind worms, insensible 
^o the beauty of self-sacrifice, or the purity of affection. 
All, self-sufficient dolts, as far removed, as immeasurably 
divided from her whom he loved, as the gloomy lanes 
ot this close city lay below the clear loveliness of the 
snow-pjsaks ! For, after all, he had lifted his eyes to 
the mountains. 

One thing only perplexed him. He understood the 
attitude of Basterga rfpd Grio and LouiS towards the 
girl He discerned the sword of Damocles that they 
held over her, the fear 9 f a charge of witchcraft, or of 
some vile heresy, in which they kept her. But how came 
Blondel in the plot ? What wai jjgrt, whg4: his object? 
If he had been sincere in that atte*^5pr^n Basterga’s 
secrets, which Mad/'’.me’s delirious words had frustrated, 
was he sincere now ? Was his object now as then — the 
suppression of the <levilish practices of which he had 
warned Claude, and in the punishment ''of which he had 
threatened to include the girl with her tempter ? Presum- 
ably it was, and he was still trying to reach the goal by ' 
other ways, using Louis as he had used Claude, or tried 
to use him. 

And yet Claude doubted. He began to suspect — for 
love is jealous — ^^that Blondel had behind this a more 
secret, a more pers^inal, a more selfish aim. Had the 
young girl, still in \her ; teens, caught the fancy of the 
man of sixty ? There was nothing unnatural in the idea ; 
such things were, even in Geneva ; and Louis was a go- 
between, not above the task. In that case she who had 
showed a brave front to t^asterga all these months, who 
had not bldnched before the daily and hourly persecu- 
tion to which she had been exposed in her home, was not 
likely to succumb to the senUiaiMigances of a man who 
might be her grandfather ! 

If he did not hold her secret. But did hold it? 
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If he did hold it, ana the cruel^power it gave? If he 
held it, he who had only to lift his hand to consign her tj" 
duress on a charge so ^ark and dangerous ^at innocence 
itself was no protection against it ? So plausible tl^t 
even* her lover had for a short time held it true? What 
then? 

Claude, who had by this time reached the Tertasse gate 
and passed through it from the town side, paused on the 
ramparts and ‘bared his head. What then ? 

He had his answer. Framed in the immensity of sky 
and earth that lay before him, •he saw his loneliness and 
hers,»his insignificance an^ hers, his helplessness and 
hers ; he, a foreignejii^artfifg, without name or reputation, 
or aught but a awong right hand ; she, almost a child, 
alone or worse than alone, in this gr#at city — one of the 
weak things which the world’s car daily and hourly 
crushes into the mud, their very cries unheard and un- 
heeded. Of no‘more account than the straw which the 
turbid Rhone, bore one moment on its swirling tide, and 
■ the next swallowed from sight beneath its current ! 

They were two — and a mad woman! ■ And against 
them were Blondel and Basterga tnd Grio and Louis, 
and presently all the town of Genev4! All these gloomy, 
narrow, rightaous men, and shrieking, frightened women 
— frightened lest any drop of the pifch fall on them and 
destroy them I Love is a mar\*ello;pis educator. Almost 
as clearly as we of a later d^, he saw how outbreaks of 
super 3 tition, such as that which he dreaded, began, and 
came to a head, and ended. A chance word at a door, 
a spiteful rumour or a sick cBlld, the charge, the torture, 
the widening net of accusation, the fire in ^he market- 
place. So it had been in Bamberg and Wurzburg, in 
Geneva two generatiMMlKick, in Alsace scaace as many 
years back: at^dinburgh in Scotland where thirty 
persons had sfllered in one day — ten years ago that; 
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in the district of Como, where a round thousand had 
^iiffered 1 

Nobility hafl not availed to save gome, nor court-favour 
others ; nor wealth, nor youth, nor beauty. And what 
had he or she to urge, what had they to put forward that 
would ^n the smallest degree avail thera^? That could 
even for a moment stem or avert the current of popular 
madness which power .itself had striven in vain to dam. 
Nothing ! 

; And yet he did not oiencn, nor would he ; being half 
French and of good blood, at a time when good French 
blood ran the more generously for a half century of 
war. He would not have blenCv: •« d-.^ven if.he had not, 
from the sunlit view of God’s earth /rficTlieaven which 
lay before his eyeSj^-drawn other thoughts than that one 
of his own littleness and insignificance. As this view of 
vale and mountain had once before lifted his judgment 
above the miasma of a cruel Superstition^ so it raised him 
now above creeping fears' and filled him with confidence 
in something more stable than magistrates or mobs. 
Love, like the sunlight, shone* aslant the dark places of 
the prospect and filled them with warmth. Sacrifice for 
her he loved took c3i the beauty of the peaks, cold but 
lovely ; and hope add courage, like the clear blue of the 
vault above, lookedVsmiling down on the brief dangers 
and the brief troubles of man’s making. 

The clock of St. Gervais was striking eleven as, still 
in exalted mood, he turned his back on the view and 
entered the house in the Corraterie. He had entered 
on his return from his fruf^ess visit to Blondel, and had 
satisfied hirnself that Anne was safe. Doubtless she was 
still safe, for the house was quiet. 

In his nc-w mood he was'^iilMHi^ inclined to quarrel 
with this. In the ardour of his passiol^e would gladly 
have seen the danger immediate, the p^ present, that 
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he might prove to her how much he iuved her, how deeply 
he felt for her* what he would oare for her. To die dS 
the hearth of the livjng-room, at her fe^t and saving 
her, seemed for a moment the thing most desirable^ 
the purest happiness! 

That was dfnied him. The house was quiet, #is in a 
morning it commonly was. So quiet that he recalled 
without effort the dreams which he had dreamed on that 
spot, and thft thoughts which Jiad filled his heart to 
bursting a few hours before. The great pot was there, 
simmering on its hook ; and jn the small table beside 
it, tlte table that Basterga ^d Grio occupied, stood a 
platter with* a few dp*;i*iierbs and a knife fresh from her 
hand. Claude mixle sure that he was unobserved, and 
raising the knife to his lips, kissed 4he haft gently and 
reverently, thinking what she had suffered many a day 
while using it! What fear, and grief and humiliation, 
and 

He stood erect, his face red : he listened intently. Up- 
stairs, breaking the long silence of the house, opening as 
it were a window to admtt the sun, a voice had uplifted 
itself in song. The voice bad some c/ the tones of Anne’s 
voice, and something that remindell him of her voice. 
But when had he heard her sing ? When had aught so 
clear, so mirthful, or so young fallcf\ from her as this ; 
this melody, laden with life and youth and abundance, 
that rose and fell and floated to his ears through the 
half-open door of the staircase? 

He crept to the staircase door and listened ; yes, it 
was her voice, but not such ^ he had ever heard it. It 
was her voice as he could fancy it in another life, a life 
in which she was as other girls, darkened by no fear, 
pinched by no anxictypMMRhed by no contijRnely ; such 
as her voice migj>«: have been, uplifted in the garden of his 
old home on Iro French border, amid bees and flowers 
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and fresh-scented herbs. Her voice, doubtless, it was ; 
But it sorted so ill with the thoughts he h^d been think- 
ing, that with« his astonishment w^s mingled something 
o^, shock and of loss. He had dreamed of dying for her 
or with her, and she sang I He was prepared for peril, 
and heft voice vied with the lark’s in joyoi^s trills. 

Leaning forward to hear more clearly, he touched the 
door. It was ajar, and .before he could hinder it, it closed 
with a sharp sound. TVe singing ceased with an abrupt- 
ness that told, or he was much mistaken, of self-remem- 
brance. And presently,^ after an interval of no more 
than a few seconds, during .^which he pictured the si'ager 
listening, he heard her begin tb'~£-^°'cejid. 

Two men may do the same thing fi*Om motives as far 
apart as the poles. Claude did what Louis would have 
done. As the foot drew near the staircase door, treading, 
less willingly, less lightly, more like that of Anne with 
every step, he slid into his closet, and stood. Through 
the crack between the hinges of the open door, he would 
be able to view her face when she appeared. 

A second later she came, a«d he saw. The light of'' 
the song was still in Jier eyes, but mingled, as she looked 
round the room to Iparn who was there, with something 
of exaltation and Idefiance. Christian rsaidens might 
have worn some su^i aspect, he thought — but he was in 
love — as they passed to the lions. Or Esther, when she 
went unbidden into the inner court of the King’s House, 
and before the golden sce*ptre moved. Something had 
happened to her. But what ? 

She did not see him, Atpd after standing a moment 
to assure herself that she was alone, she passed to the 
hearth. She lifted the lid of the pot, bent over it, 
and slowlypistirred the brot^tipalll^n, having covered it 
again, she began to chop the dried herbs on the platter. 
Even in her manner of doing this, he fa^ied a change ; 
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a something unlike the Anne he had known, the Anne 
he had come t^ love. The face ^as more animated, th^T 
action quicker, the st|p lighter, the carriage more free. 
She began to sing, and stopped ; fell into a reverie, with 
the knife in her hand, and the herb half cut ; again roused 
herself to finisj^ her task ; finally having slid thf herbs 
from the platter to the pot, she stood in a second reverie, 
with her eyes fixed on the window. 

He began tto feel the falseness^f his position. It was 
too late to show himself, and if she discovered him what 
would she think of him ? V^ould she believe that in 
spyiwg upon her he had sqjpe evil purpose, some low 
motive, such as Lou,i.<= ,r%nt have had ? His cheek grew 
hot. And then — -he forgot himself. 

Her eyes had left the window and fallen to the window- 
seat. It was the thing she did then which drew him out 
of himself. Moving to the window — he had to stoop 
forward to kee^ her withirf the range of his sight — she 
took from it a glove, held it h moment, regarding it ; 
then with a tender, yet whimsical laugh, a laugh half 
happiness, half ridicule of herself, she kissed it. 

It was Claude’s glove.. And if, with that before his 
eyes he could have restrained him|elf, the option was 
not his. She* turned in the act, arml saw him; with a 
startled cry she put — none too soorp — the table between 
them. * 

They faced one another across it, he flushed, eager, 
with love in his eyes, and on^his lips ; she blushing but 
not ashamed, her new-found joy in her eyes, and in the 
pose of her head. 

" Anne I ” he cried. “ I know now ! I kn8w I I have 
seen and you caiinot deceive me 1 ” 

“In what?” she saji^ai^emile trembling i®n her lips. 
“And of what, Messer Claude, are you so certain, if you 
please ? ” 
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“That you love m€ ! ” he replied. “But not a hundredth 
■^art ’’ — he stretched his arms across the ta^Ie towards her 
— “as much ^s I love you and ha^^ loved you for weeks 1 

As I loved you even before I learned last night ” 

^“What?” Into her face — that had not found one 
hard l^ok to rebuke his boldness — came something of 
her old silent, watchful self. “ What did you learn last 
night ? ” ' 

“ Your secret ! ” ^ 

“ I have none ! ” Quick as thought the words came 
from her lips. “ I have jione ! God is merciful,” with 
a gesture of her open arms^as if she put something«-from 
her, “ and it is gone ! If yoii tfii^j^you guess aught of 
what it was ” — her eyes questioned his»and read in them 
if n®t that which hf, knew, that which he thought of her 
“ I ask you to be silent.” 

“ I will, after I have ” 

“ Now ! Always ! ” <•- 

“ Not till I have spoken once! ” he cried. “Not till I 
have told you once what I think of you I Last night I 
heard. And I understood. J saw what you had gone" 
through, what you had feared^, what had been your life 
all these weeks, risiiij and lying down ! I saw what you 
meant when yoil bkde me go anywhere but here, and 
why you suffered w\iat you did at their hands, and why 
they dared to treat you-r-so I And had they been here 
I would have killed them ! ” he added, his eyes sparkling. 

“ And had you been here — s — ” 

“Yes?” she did not seek to check him now. Her 
bearing was changed, her ^es, soft and tender, met his 
as no eyes had ever met his.- 

“ I should have worshipped you I I should have knelt 
as I kneel npw!” he cried. sinking on his knees 

he extended his arms across the table and took her un- 
resisting hands. “If you no. longer havl^ a secret, you 
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had oiie, and I bless God for it I For without it I might 
not have known you, Anne 1 I (bight not have ” 

“ Perhaps y^u do lyt know me now,” said ; but 
she did not withdraw ner hands or her eyes. Only into 
the latter grew a shade of trouble. “ I have done — y<Jb 
do not know what I have done. I am a thief.” 

“Pah I” 

“ It is true. I am a thief.” 

“ What is it to mo ? ” Ho Laughed a laugh as tender 
as her eyes. “You arc a thief, fbr you have stolen my 
heart. For the rest, do you think that I do not know 
you jjow ? That I can be tw^^ deceived ? T wice take 
gold for dross, and my. o’" - lor another thing ? I know 
you!” 

“ But you do not know,” she said tremulously, “ what I 
have done — what I did last night — or’^hat may come of 
it” 

“ I know that ^hat comes, of it will happen, not to one 
but to two,” he replied bravely. . “ And that is all I ask to 
know. That, and that you are content it shall be so ? ” 

“ Content?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Content ! ” 

There are tjjings, other than winelthbt bring truth to 
the surface. That which had happened to the girl in the 
last few hours, that which had njelted'her into unwonted 
song, was of these things j and the tone of her voice as 
she repeated the word “ Content I ” the surrender of her 
eyes that placed her heart in his keeping, as frankly as 
she left her hands in his, proclaimed it. The reserves of 
her sex, the tricks of coynes^nd reticence men look for 
in maids, were shaken from her ; and as man to man her 
eyes told him the truthjg^i him that if s|i| had ever 
doubted she no longer doubted that she loved him. In 
the heart whic^^ single passion, the purest of which men 
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and women are capable, had engrossed so long. Nature, 
vrho, expel her as you \S^11, will still return, had won her 
right and car^^ed her kingdom. ^ ^ 

And she knew that it was well with her — whatever the 
upshot of last night. To be lonely no more ; to be no 
longer, the protector, but the protected ; to know the 
comfort of the strong arm as well as 6f the following 
eye, the joy of receiving as well as of giving ; to know 
that, however dark the future might lower, she had no 
longer to face it alone, no longer to plan and hope and 
fear and suffer alone, but with him — the sense of these 
things so mingled with 1}^ gratitude on her mother’s 
account that the new affectibnfti a^t ead of weakening the 
old became as it were part of it ; while the old stretched 
onwards its pious hand to bless the new. 

If Claude did not read all this in her eyes, and in 
that one word “ Content ? ” he read so much that never 
devotee before relic rose more gently on more reverently 
to his feet. Because all was his he would take nothing. 
“ As I stand by you, may God stand by me,” he said, 
still holding her hands in his, and with the table between"" 
them. 

“ I have no fear,” 5he replied in a low voice, “ Yet — 
if you fail, may He Iforgive you as fully as J must forgive 
you. What shall 1 say to you on my part, Messer 
Claude?” ‘ ' 

" That you love me.” 

“ I love you,” she murmtered with an intonation which 
ravished the young man’s heart and brought the blood 
to his cheeks. “ I love yoju. What more ? ” 

“There Is no more,” he cried. “There can be no 
more. If that be true, nothing matte;{;s.” 

“ No ! ” ?he said, beginni^fhjp^tremble under a weight 
of emotion too heavy for her, following as it did the 
excitement of the night. “ No ! ” she CQijitinued, raising 
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her eyes which had fallen before the* ardour of his gaze. < 
“ But there must be something^ you wish to ask me^ 
You must wishJto kno\| ” 

“ I have heard what I wished to know.” 

“ But ” 

“Tell me what you please.” 

She stood in*thought an instant: them witii a sigh, 

“ He came to me last evening,” she.said,ymhen you were 
at his house.” • 

“ Messer Blondel ? ” 

“Yes. He wished me to procure for him a certain 
drug^at Messer Basterga kep^n his room.” 

Claude stared. “ In . .4i:eel casket chained to the 
wall?” he asked. 

“ Yes,” she whispered with some surpy^e. “ You knew 
of it, then? He had tried to procure it through Louis, 
and on the pretence that the bo.x contained papers needed 
by the State. Failing in that he came last evening to 
me, and told me the truth.” • 

“ The truth ? ” Claude asked, wondering. “ But was it 
the truth ? ” • 

“ It was.” Her eyes, like^stars on a rainy night, shone 
softly. “ I have proved it.” Again, with a ring of ex- 
ultation in her ^^ice, “ I have proved itj! ”*she cried. 

“How?” 

“ There was in the box a drug, he told me, possessed 
of an almost miraculous power over disease of body and 
mind ; so rare and so wonderfif! that none could buy it, 
and he knew of but this one dose, of which Messer 
Basterga had possessed himselC He begged me to take 
it and to give it to him. He lj(ad on him, he s5id, a fatal 
illness, and if he f|id not get this — he must die.” Her 
voice shook. “ He must dji^^iivvi^SMHtblpahjm I ” 

“You took it” 

“ I took it.” yer face, as her eyes dropped before his, 

IS 
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betra}^ trouble an(f doubt “ I took it,” she continued, 
Ambling. “ If I have done wrong, God forgive me. 
For I stole ft.” 

oHis face betrayed his amazement, but he did not 
release her hands. “ Why ? ” he said. 

“ Ter give it to her,” she answered. “ To my mother. I 
thought tlien that it was right — it was a chance. I thought 
—now I don’t IS'^ow, 1 don’t know ! ” she repeated. The 
shade on her face grew deeper. " I thought I was right 
then. Now — I — I am frightened.” She looked at him 
with eyes in which her doubts were mirrored. She 
shivered, she who had lfe?n so joyous a moment before, 
and her hands, which hithert&!»liiad lain passive in his, 
returned his pressure feverishly. “ I fear now ! ” she ex- 
claimed. “ I fea^i What is it? What has happened — 
in the last minute ? ” 

He would have drawn her to him, seeing that her 
nerves were shaken ; but the table was between them, and 
before he could pass rdund it, a sound caught his ear, a 
shadow fell between them, and looking up he discovered 
Basterga’s face peering through the nearer casement It 
was pressed against the smal* leaded panes, and possibly 
it was this which bf/ flattening the huge features imparted 
to them a look of nlalignity. Or the look-» -which startled 
Claude, albeit he ^was no coward — might have been only 
the natural expression of one, who suspected what was 
afoot between them and came to mar it Whatever it 
meant, the girl’s cry of dftmay found an echo on Claude’s 
lips. Involuntarily he dropped her hands; but — and 
the action was symbolical of the change in her life — ^he 
stepped ai the same mom't nt between her and the door. 
Whatever she had done, right or wrot%, was his concern 
now. 
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We have seen that for Claude, as he hurried from the 
bridge, the faces he met in the yrrow streets of the old 
towiT'were altered by the m«mum through which he 
viewed them ; and apn*’'iod gloomy, sordid and fanatical. 
In the eyes of Blondel, who had passed that way before 
him, the same faces wore a look of sel^shness, stupend- 
ously and heartlessly cruel. And not the faces only; 
the very houses and ways, the blue sky overhead, and 
the snow-peaks— •when for an instant he caught sight of 
them — ^bore the same aspect. All wore their every-day 
air, and mocked the despair in his heart. All flung in 
Iiis teeth the fact, the incrcdtble fact, that whether he died 
or lived, stayed or went, the world would proceed ; that 
the eternal hills, ay, and the insensate brickg^and mortar, 
that’ had seen ^is father pass, would see him pass, and 
would be standing when he was gone yito the darkness. 

There are few things that to the mind of man in his 
despondent moods are more strange, or more shocking, 
than the permanence of triflel. The small things to 
which his brain and his hand have given shape, which 
he can, if he will, crush out of form, and resolve into 
dieir primitive a^ms, outliv/ him ! They fie on the 
table when he is ^onc, are unchanged by his removal, 
serve smother master as preach 

to another generation the same lesson. The ikce is 
dust, but the canvas smiles from the wall. The hand 
15'- 227 
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■-is withered, but the* pencil is still in the tray and is 
Ssed by another. There are times when the irony of 
this thought *bites deep into the (mind, find goads ^he 
n^prtal to revolt. Had Blondel, as he climbed the hill, 
possessed the power of Orimanes to blast at will, few 
of tho^ whom he met, few on whom he turned the 
gloomy fire o/<his eyes, would have reached their houses 
that day or seeV&notber sun. 

He was within a hundred paces of his ohome, when a 
big man, passing along the Bourg du Four, but on the 
other side of the way,., 5 aw him and came across the 
road to intercept him. V.t was Baudichon, his deuble 
chin more pendulent, his massive igee more dully wistful 
than ordinary ; for the times had got upon the Coun- 
cillor’s nerves, acf^ day by day he grew more anxioi'.s, 
slept worse of nights, and listened much before he went 
to bed. 

“ Messer Blondel,” he called out, in » voice more per- 
emptory than was often addressed to the Fourth Syndic’s 
ear. “ Messer Syndic ! One moment, if you please !” 

Blondel stopped and turned to him. Outwardly thfc 
Syndic was cool, inwardly hr; was at a white heat that 
at any mom^tnt might impel him to the wildest action. 
“ Well ? ” he safd. “ What is it, M. Baudichon ? ” 

“ I want to kno,w ” 

“ Of course ! ” The cneer was savage and undisguised. 
“ What, this time, if I may be so bold ? ” 

Baudichon breathed qbickly, partly with the h^ste he 
had made across the road, partly in irritation at the 
gibe. “ This only,” he pid. “ How far you purpose 
to try our* patience ? A wieek ago yout were for delaying 
the arrest you know of — for a day. felt was a matter of 
hours th«»».- 

“ It was.” 

“ But days have passed, and are passing 1 ^d we have 
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no explanation ; nothing is done. *And every night 
run a fresh risk, and every morning — ^so far — we thanft 
God that our tliroats a!re still whole ; and tvery day we 
strive to see you, and you are out, or engaged, or abcmt 
to do it, or awaiting news ! But this cannot go on for 
ever 1 Nor,” puffing out his cheeks, “ shall we alw^s bear 
it I" 

“ Messer Baudichon ! ” Blondcl. retold, the passion 
he had so fa» restrained glcamijg in^iis eyes, and im- 
parting a tremor to his voice, “ a^e you Fourth Syndic 
or am I ? ” 

•^^ou! You, certainly. Wlfo denies it?” the .stout 
man said. “ But ” 

“ But what ? But what ? ” 

“ We would know what you think are, that we can 
bear this suspense.” 

“ I will tell you what I think you arc ! ” 

“ By your leave ? ” 

“A fat hog!" the Syndic .shfieked. “And as brain- 
less as a hog fit for the butcher ! That for you ! and 
*your like!” 

And before the astounded Baudichon, whose brain was 
slow to take in new facts, had grasped tht^full enermity 
of the insult (Iting at him, the Syndic was a dozen paces 
distant He had eased his mind, and tjiat for the moment 
was much ; though he still ground his teeth, and, had 
Baudichon followed him, would have struck the Coun- 
cillor without thought or hesitation. The pigs! The 
hogs 1 To press him with their wretched affairs : to 
press him at this moment when the grave yawned at 
his feet, and thh coffin opeyed for him ! 

To be sure he might now do with Basterga as he 
pleased without thoughfMilMHiilHfiKSi9^m«V for their 
benefit — ^never! He paused at his door, and cast a 
ht^^d glancA up and down ; at the itregular line of 
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^gables which he had icnown from childhood, the steep, red 
■oofs, the cobble paverftent, the bakers’ signs that hung 
here and th^e and with the wi4e eaveft darkened the 
way ; and he cursed all he saw in the frenzy of his rage. 
I^t Basterga, Savoy, d’Albigny do their worst ! What 
was it to him? Why should he move? He went into 
his hou3€' deanairing. 

Unto fhis lasOjour a little hope had shone through the 
darkness. At tii»'es tlje odds had seemed to be against 
him, at one time Heaven itself had seemed to declare it- 
self his foe. But the' ^medium had existed, the thing 
was still possible, the ligV^burned, though distant, fs^ble, 
flickering. He had told himself that he despaired ; but 
he had not known what real despair was until this 
moment, until h^sat, as he saw now, among the Dead 
Sea splendours of his parlour, the fingers of his right 
hand drumming on the arm of the abbot’s chair, his 
shaggy eyelids drooping over his brooding eyes. 

Ah, God ! If he had stayed to take the stuff when it 
lay in his power ! If he had refused to open until he 
held it in his hand ! If, even after that act of folly, htf 
had refused to go until she gave it him ! How incon- 
ceivable his i^adness seemed now, his fear of scandal, his 
thought of othdrs ! Others ? There wa%, one of whom 
he dared not think ; for when he did his head began to 
tremble on his shoulder^ ; and he had to clutch the arms 
of the chair to stay the palsy that shook him. If she, the 
girl who had destroyed him, thought it was all one to 
him whom the drug advantaged, or who lived or who 
died, he would teach her — before he died f He would 
teach her ! ' There was nd^extremity of pain or shame 
she should not taste, accursed witch, |iccursed thief, as 
she was I KafV- t-hinlr of that, or of her, 

now ; or he would die before his time. He had a little 
time yet, if he were careful, if he were fOol, if he were 
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left a* brief space to recover himsolf. A little, a vei^ 
little time ! * • 

Whose wer^ that and that voice?, Basterga’s? 
The Syndic's eyes gleamed, he raised his head. There 
was another score he had to pay I His own score, <tot 
Baudichon’s. Fool, to have left his treasure unguarded 
for every thieving wench to take ! F^l, tlllTce and 
again, for putting his neck back into tJiC Iforfs mouth. 
Stealthily Blondel pulled the handbifll nearer to him 
and covered it with his cloak. would have added a 
weapon, but there was no arm i^thin reach, and while 
h^Jjpesitated between his chaired the door of the small 
inner room, the outer door opened, and Basterga ap- 
peared and advanced, smiling, towards him. 

“Your servant, Messer Syndic,” he said. “ I heard 
that you had been inquiring for me in 'ftiy absence, and I 
am here to place myself at your disposition. You are 

not looking 5 ” he stopped short, in feigned surprise. 

“ There is nothing wrong, I hope ? ” 

Had the scholar been such a man as Baudichon, 
• Blondel’s answer would h%vc been one frenzied shriek of 
insults and reproaches. But face to face with Basterga’s 
massive quietude, with his giant bulk, with that air, at 
once masterful and cynical, which prori^med to those 
with whom he talked that he gave them but half his 
mind while reading theirs, the wrath "bf the smaller man 
cooled. A moment his lips writhed, without sound ; 
then, “Wrong?” he cried, hip voice harsh and broken. 
“ Wrong ? All is wrong 1 " 

“You are not well?” Basterga said, eyeing him with 
concern. \ 

“ Well ? I shill never hi better 1 Never 1 " Blondel 
shrieked. And after a added. 

“ It is your doing 1 ” 

. Basterga stared. He was in the dark as to what had 
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lappenea, though the Syndic’s manner on leaving the 
^idge had prepared him for 'something. “My doing, 
Messer Blorylel ? ” he said. “ Why ? {. What have I 
done ? " 

Done ? ” 

“ Ay, done ! It was not my fault,” the scholar con- 
tinued, ''«'’th a touch of sternness, “that If, could not offer 
you the fetiteoi^n on easy terms. Nor mine, that hard 
as the terms wer^yoiiedid not accept them. Besides,” 
he continued, slowly ^nd with meaning, 

“ Terq[tf! quaterque rediti 


You remember the SibylTme books ? How often they 
were offered, and the terms? It is not too late, Messer 
Blondel — even now. While there is life there is hope, 
there is more thaff hope. There is certainty.” 

“ Is there ? ” Blondel cried ; he extended a lean hand, 
shaking with vindictive passion. “ Is there? Go and 
look in your casket, fool ! Go and look in your steel 
box ! ” he hissed. “ Go ! And see if it be not too late 1 ” 

For a moment Basterga peered at him, his brow con-v, 
tracted, his eyes screwed up. The blow was unexpected. 
Then, “ Have you taken the stuff? ” he muttered. 

“ I ?' No But she has ! ” And on that, seeing the 
change in the other’s face — for, for once, the scholar’s 
mask slipped and- suffered his consternation to appear 
— Blondel laughed triumphantly ; in torture himself, he 
revelled in a disaster that .touched another. “ She has 1 
She has ! ” 

“ She ? Who ? ” 

“ The girj of the house ! Anne you call her 1 Curse 
her ! child of perdition, as shl is ! She! ’f And he clawed 

“ She hSi' tafef4?7^^ *Bastei:ga spoke incredulously, 
but his brow was damp, his cheeks were a shade more 
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sallow than usual ; he did not deceive the other’s pen^ 
tration. "Impossible!” lie confinued, striving to rally 
his forces. “ fVhy sAould she take it ? • She has no 
illness, no disease I Try” — he swallowed something — 
“ to be clear, man. Try to be clear. Who has told you 
this cock-and-bull story ? ” 

" It is the trijth.” 

“ She has taken it ? ” 

“To give to her mother — j'cs.” 

“ And she ? ” 

“ Has taken it ? Yes.” 

^he scholar, ordinarily scv^cooi and self-contained, 
could not withhold an execration. His small C3'^cs glit- 
tered, his face swelled with rage ; for a moment he was 
within a little of an explosion. Of. what mad, what 
insensate folly, unworthy of a schoolboy, worthy only of 
a sot, an imbecile, a Grio, had he been guilty I To leave 
the potion, that ff it had not the virtues which he ascribed 
to it, had virtue — or it had not Served his purpose of de- 
ceiving the Syndic during some days or hours — to leave 
•the potion unprotected, al*the mercy of a chance hand, 
of a treacherous girl ! Sa/eguarded, in appearance only, 
and to blind his dupe! It seemed incr^ible that he 
could have boen so careless I 

True, he might replace the stuff at .pme expense ; but 
not in a day or an hour. AndJiow — with one dose in 
ail the world 1 — keep up the farce ? The dose consumed, 
the play was at an end. An ^nd — or, no, was he losing 
his wits, his courage ? On the instant, in the twinkling 
of an eye, he shaped a fresh coursa 

He cursed th^^irl anew, and apparently wfth the same 
fervour. “A month’s work^it cost me!” he cried. “A 
month’s work ! and ten 

The Syndic, pale, and almost in a state of collapse 
— for the bitter satisfaction of imparting the news no 
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^onger supported hiih-i-stared. “ A month’s work ? " lie 
muttered. “A month? Years you told me! And a 
fortune!” t * j, 

” I told you ? Never I ” Basterga opened his eyes in 
s&ming amazement. “ Never, good sir, in all my life ! ” he 
repeated emphatically. “ But returning grimly to his 
former^'intv" ten gold pieces, or a fort(|ine — no matter 
which, slie shalfl^pay dearly for it, the thieving jade I ” 
The Syndic sa^eavily in his seat, andj with a hand 
on either arm of tftJ^ abbot’s chair, stared dully at the 
other. “ A fortune, y^ told me,” he said, in a voice 
little above a whisper. v.And years. Was it a ficiBOn, 
all a fiction ? About Ibn Jasher, and the Physician of 
Aleppo, and M. Laurens of Paris, and — and the rest?” 

Basterga dclib^atcly took a turn to the window, came 
back, and stood looking down at him. “ Mon Dieu 1 ” 
he muttered. “ Is it possible ? ” 

“Eh?” 

“ I can scarcely believe it 1” The scholar spoke with 
a calmness half cynical, half compas.sionate. “But I 
suppose you really think that of me, though it seems in-^' 
credible ! Y ou arc under the impression that the drug 
this j^de stol^ was the remedium of Ibn Jasher, the one 
incomparable alid sovereign result of long^ears of study 
and research ? You believe that I kept this in a mere 
locked box, -the key accessible by all who knew my 
habits, and the treasure at the mercy of the first thief 1 
Mon Dieu ! Mon Dieu ! ♦ If I said it a thousand times 
I could not express my astonishment I might be the 
vine grower of the proverb, 


Cui saepfi viator 
Cessisset magna compellans voce cucullum ! 

The S>mdic 'hear!' hinf^thout changing the attitude 
of weakness and exhaustion into which he had fallen on 
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sitting down. But midway in the other’s harangue, his 
lips parted, he held his breath, «nd in his eyes grew 
faint light of downing* hope. “ But if it ba not so ? ” he 

muttered feebly. “If this be not so, why ’’ 

“ Mon Dicu ! Mon Dieu ! ” 

“ Why did you look so startled a moment ago ? ” 
“Why, man^ Because ten pieces of jgol<i^re ten 
pieces 1 To me at least ! And the poi‘lon,*which was 
made after 9 , recipe of that same^llicsser Laurens of 
Paris, cost no less. It is a love-phaffe, beneficent to the 
. ^young, but if taken by the old so^oxious, that had you 
aviw^lowed it,” with a grin, "fou had not been long 
Syndic, Messer Blondel ! ” 

Blondel shook his head. “ You do not deceive me,” 
he muttered. For though he was anxious to believe, as 
yet he could not He could not ; he had seen the 
other’s face. “It is the teviedium she has taken ! I 
feel it.” 

“ And given to her mother ? ”• 

Blondel inclined his head. 

The scholar laughed contemptuously. “Then is the 
test easy,” he said. “If^it be the remedium you will 
find her mother, who has not left her bed fy three.years, 
grown strong ^nd well and vigorf>us, andlrfre to him who 
lifted up his bed and walked. But if it be the love- 
philtre, you have but to come wijh me* and -you will find 

I'®*’ ” He did not finish the sentence, but a shrug of 

his shoulders and a mysteriou* smile filled the gap. 

Imperceptibly Blondel had raised himself in his chair. 
The gleam of hope, once lighted in his eyes, was growing 
bright “How?” he asked. "How shall wt find her? 
If it bfc the philtre only ti^at she has taken — as you 
say?”^ 

“ If it be the philtre ? The mother, you mean ? " 

“Yea” 
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“Mad! Mad!” ‘Basterga 'repeated with decision, 
•^and beside herself. As you had been,” he continued 
grimly, “hafl you by any chance tajcen the aqua 
Medea'' 

That you kept in the steel box ? ” 

“ A)^” 

“ You''-v'!;e'-"ure it was not the remeditm ?" Blondel 
leaned forward. If only he could believe it, if only it were 
the truth, how greht th4 difference ! No wonder that the 
muscles of his lean i. aoat swelled, and his hands closed 
convulsively on the arms of his great chair, as he strove 
to read the other* s mind'.* 

He had as soon read a printed page without light. 
The scholar saw that it needed but a little to convince 
him, and took his line with confidence ; nor without 
some pride in the wits that had saved him. “ The 
remedium ? ” he repeated with impatient wonder. “ Do 
you know that the remedium is uniqt'.c? That it is 
a man’s life ? That in the world’s history it scarce af»- 
pears once in five hundred years ? That all the wealth 
of kings cannot produce it,* nor the Spanish Indies 
furnish it? Do you remember these things, Messer 
Blondel, and do you ask if I keep it like a common 
philtre in a box in my lodgings ? ” He snorted in con- 
tempt, and going disdainfully to the hearth spat in the 
fire as if he could not. brook the idea. Then return- 
ing to the Syndic’s side, he took up his story in a 
different tone. “The re.nedium',' he said, “my good 
friend, is in the Grand Duke’s Treasury at Turin. It 
is in a steel box, it is true, but in one with three locks 
and three keys, sealed with the Grand Duke's private 
signet and with mine ; and laid where the Treasurer 
himself c ” «i rr m l i i- ■ ! i W' * i liiiii ii t.” 

The Syndic sat up straight, and with his eyes fixed 
sullenly on the floor fingered his beard. He was almost 
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persuaded, but not quite. Could it be, couW it really be 
that the thing still exi^tecf ? That it was still to be olfi“ 
tained, that life^by its means was still possible? 

“Well?” Basterga said, when the silence had lasted 
some time 

“The proof!” Blondel retorted, excitement once more 
over-mastering Aiim. “ Let me have the pr^po^^^ct me 
see, man, if theVoman be mad.” 

But the scholar, leaning Atlaa-lil^ against the wall 
beside the long low window, with arms crossed, and 
his great head sunk on his bre»R, did not move. He 
sat? that this was his hour and hi must use it. “To what 
purpose ? ” he answered slowly : and he shrugged his 
shoulders. “ Why go to the trouble ? The remedium is 
in Turin. And if it be not, it is the Grand Duke’s 
affair only, and mine, since you will not come to his 
terms. I would, I confess,” he continued, in a more 
kindly tone, “ that it were your affair also, Messer Blondel. 

I would I could have made y©u see things as they are 
and as I see them. As, believe me, Messer Petitot 
"would see them were he imyour place ; as Messer Fabri 
and Messer Baudichon— 5I warrant it — do see them ; 
as — pardon me — all who rank thcm-sclv^? amopg the 
wise and the illuminate, see them. I'orllTil such, believe 
me, these are times of enlightening, when the words 
which past generations have ^vovcn' into shackles for 
men’s minds fall from them, and are seen to be but the 
straw they are ; when men n/ove, like children awaking 
from foolish dreams, and life ” 

The Syndic’s eyes glowed dully. 

“ Life,” Basterga continued sonorously, “ ii seen to be 
that which it is, the one tldng needful which makes all 
other things of use, and things 

are superfluities ! Bethink you a minute, Messer Blondel ! 
Would Petitot give his life to save yours ? ” 
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The Syndift smiled after a sickly fashion. Petitot ? 
stickling pedant! "The tiling niggling whipster! 

“ Or Messed Fabri ? ” 

Blondel shook his head. 

Or Messer Baudichon ? ” 

“ I cdled him but now — a fat hc^ ! ” 

It w^^]^^erga’s turn to shake his heaf^. " He is not 
one to forget,” he^said gravely. “ I fear ;^’ou will hear of 
that again, MesseNBloridel. I fear it willnmake trouble 
for you. But if th^i^ will not, is there any man in 
Geneva, any man you><can name, who would give his 
life for you?” ' 

“ Do men give life so easily ? ” Blondel answered, 
moving painfully in his chair. 

“ Yet you will give yours for them ! You will give 
yours! And who will be a ducat the better?” 

" I shall at least die for freedom,” the Syndic muttered, 
gnawing his moustache. 

“ A word ! ” ^ 

“ For the religion, then.” 

“ It is that which men make it ! ” the scholar retorted. ’ 
“ There have been good men of all religions, though we 
dare not say as much in public, or in Geneva. ’Tis not 
the religion. ’Tis the way men live iti Was John 
Bernardino of Assisi, whom some call St. Francis, a 
worse man than Arnold of Brescia, the Reformer ? Or 
is your Beza a better man than Messer Francis of Sales ? 
Or would the heavens fall ‘if Geneva embraced the faith 
of the good Archbishop of Milan? Words, Messer 
Blondel, believe me, words!” 

“Yet men die for them !” 

"Not wise men. And wHen you have died for them, 

who will j*’ iii rn Syndic groaned " Who 

wilT know, or style you martyr?” Basterga continued 
forcibly. “ Baudichon, whom\you have called a fat hoe ? 
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He will sit in your seat Petitot — he sai(V but a little 
while that he wouin bhy this* house if he lived lon^ 
enough.” ^ 

“He did?” The Syndic came to his feet as if a 
spring had raised him. 

“ Certainly. And he is a rich man, you know.” 

“ May the Bise search his bones ! ” cried, 

trembling with fury. For this was the realisandn of his 
worst fears, petitot to live in his h^se, lie warm in 
his bed, sifeer at his memory across^he table that had 
been his, rule in the Council wh;^ he had been first! 
PdKtot, that miserable crawler** who had clogged his 
efforts for years, who had shared, without deserving, his 
honours, who had spied on him and carped at him day 
by day and hour by hour 1 Petitot to succeed him ! To 
be all and own all, and sun himself in the popular eye, 
and say “ Geneva, it is 1 1” While he, Blondel, lay rotting 
and forgotten, stark, beneath snow and rain, winter wind 
and summer drought ! . 

Perish Geneva first ! Perish friend and foe alike ! 

• The Syndic wavered. His hand shook, his thin dry 
cheek burned with fever,^his lips moved unceasingly. 
Why should he die? They would not ^ie for, him. 
Nay, they wojjjd not thank him, they w<Jtlld not praise 
him. A traitor? To live he must turn traitor? Ay, 
but try Petitot, and see if he w§uld hot do the same ! 

Or Baudichon, who could not sleep of nights for fear 

how would he act with deathtstaring him in the face ? 
The bravest soldiers when disarmed, or called upon to 
surrender or die, capitulate without blame. And that 
was his position* 

Life, too ; dear, warm l^e ! Life that might hold 
much for him still. H ithcntg n jasaj^nd their 

fellows had hampered and thwarted him, marred his 
plans «g)d bulked his efforts. Freed from them and 
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supported b% an enlightened and ambitious prince, he 
^Slight rise to heights hithertcf invisible. He might lift 
up and cast down at will, might nile the Council as his 
creatures, might live to see Berne and the Cantons at 
hfe feet, might leave Geneva the capital of a great and 
wealthy country 

All j^t his will ; or he might die ! Die and rot 
and be fbr^otfen like a dog that is cast o,tt. 

He did not believe in his heart that faith and honour 
were words ; fctter^ vovcn by wise men to hamper fools. 
He did not believe the?!; all religions were alike, and good 
or bad as men made them. But on the one side was 
life, and on the other death. And he longed to live. 

“ I would that I could make you see things as I see 
them,” Basterga resumed, in a gentle tone. Patiently 
waiting the other’s pleasure he had not missed an ex- 
pression of his countenance, and, thinking the moment 
ripe, he used his last argument. " Believe me, I have 
the will, all the will, to help you. And the terms are 
not mine. Only I would have you remember this, 
Messer Blondel : that others fnay do what you will not 
so that after all you may find that you have cast life 
away, and no one the better. Baudichon, for instance, 
plays the Brulijs in public But he is a fearful man, and 
a timid ; and to save himself and his family — ^he thinks 
much of his family — he would do what you will not” 

“ He would do it ! ' the Syndic cried passionately. 
And he struck the table. He would, curse him ! ” 

“ And he would not forget,” Basterga continued, with 
a meaning nod, “ that you had miscalled him ! ” 

“Nol But I will be before him!” The Syndic was 
on his feet again, shaking Uke a leaf. 

“ Ay ? ” Basterga bl^w his nose to hide the flash of 
triumph 'that shone In' nis eyes. “You will be wise in 
time ? Well, I am not surprised. I thought that you 
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would hot be so mad-r-that no man*coma #>e so htaa as 
to throw away life for Y sifadow!* 

“But mind you,” Blondel snarled, " the paoof. I must 
have tl» proofs he repeated. He was anxious to per- 
suade himself that his surrender depended on a cona- 
tion ; he would fain hide his shame under a show of 
bargaining. “The proof, man, or I will noyral^^ step.” 

“You shall t^ve it” 

“To-day?" 

“Within the hour.” 

“ And if she be not mad — I bel^ve you are deceiving 
n»*, and it was the remediuvi the girl took — if she be 

not mad ” The Syndic, stammering and repeating 

bimself, broke off there. He could not meet the other's 
eyes ; between a shame new to him and the overpower- 
ing sense of what he had done, he was in a pitiable 
state. “ Curse you,” with violence, “ I believe you have 
laid a trap for nje 1” he cried. “ I say if she be not mad, 
I have done.” . 

“ Let it stand so,” Basterga answered placidly. “ Trust 
•me, if she has taken the plyltrc she will be mad enough. 
Which reminds me that I also have a crow to pick with 
Mistress Anne.” 

“ Curse herj” 

“We will do more than that,” Basterga murmured. 
“ If she be not very good we will burrf her, my friend. 

Uritur infelix Dido, totaque videtur 
.Urbe furens I ** 

His eyes were cruel, and he licked his lips as he 
applied, the quotation. 
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Claude, at the firs»^sign of peril, had put himself be* 
tween Anne and the door ; and, had not the fear which 
seized the girl at the sigb^t of Basterga robbed her of 
power to think, she must have thrilled with a new and 
delicious sensation. She, who had not for years known 
what it was to be sheltered behind another, was now to 
know the bliss of being protected. Nor did her lover 
remain on the defensive. It was he who challenged the 
intruders. 

“What is it?” he asked, as the Syndic crossed the 
threshold ; which was darkened a moment later by the 
scholar’s huge form. “What is your business here, 
Messer Syndic, if it please you?” 

“With you, none ! ” Blondel answered ; and pausing a 
little within the.door, he cast a look, cold and searching, 
round the apartment. His outward coniposure hid a 
tumult of warring, passions; shame and rage were at 
odds within him, and ri.sing above both was a venomous 
desire to exact retribution from some one. “Nothing 
with you ! ” he repeated. “ You may stand aside, young 
man, or, better, go to your classes. What do you here 
at this hour, and idle, were the fitting question ; and not, 
what is my business! Do you hear, sirrah?” with a 
rap of his staff of office on tVe floor. “B^one to your 
workl” 

But Claude, who had been thirsting this hour past (or 
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realms to conquer anci drqgons to subdue, and who, wi^ 
his mistress beside him, felt him^lf a matc^ for any ten, 
was not to be f^ut aside. His manhood replied against 
the notion of leaving Anne with men whose looks bo<^ 
the worst. “ I am at home,” he replied, breathing a little 
more quickly, and aware that in defying tl^ Sjmdic he 
was casting away the scabbard. *' I am at ntfme in thi.s 
house. I hav^ done no wrong. • I am in no inn now, 
and I know ef no right which you have to expel me 
without cause from my own lodgin^i.” 

Blondel’s lean face grew darker. “ You board me ? ” 
he cried. 

“ I beard no one,” Claude answered hardily. “ I am 
at home here, that is all. If you have lawful business 
here, do it. I am no hindrance to you. If you have 
no lawful business — and as to that,” he continued, re- 
calling with indignation the tricks which had been em- 
ployed to remo\^ him, “ I have my o[)inion — I have as 
much right to be here as you !* The more, as it is not 
very long," he went on, with a glance of defiance, directed 
lit Basterga, “since you gave the man who now accom- 
panies you the foulest of scharacters ! Since you would 
have me rob him ! Since you called him reprobate of 
the reprobate !• Is he reprobate now ? ” 

“Silence!” 

“ A corrupter of women, as yoip called him ? ” 

“Liar I" the Syndic cried, trembling with passion. 
“ Be silent ! ” The blow fourj^ him unprepared. “ He 
lies!" he stammered, turning to his ally. 

Basterga laug];ied softly. He had guessed as much : 
none the less he thought it time to interfere, lest his tool 
be put too much out of countenance. “ G ently , young 
man,*’ he said, “ or perhaps you may go too f3T!* I know 
3mu.” 

“ He is a liar 1 " Blondel repeated. 



z+6 THE LONG NIgIiT 

^“T took at 'his instigation ! shj retorted, pointing an 
Reusing hng^er at BloncSel, who stdod gnawing his beard, 
hating the part he was playing, and hating still more this 
white-faced girl who had come so near to ruining, if she 
had not ruined, his last chance of life. Hate her ? The 
Syndic hal^^ her for the hour of anguish through which 
he had passed, hated her for the price — he shuddered 
to think of it — which he must now pay flhr his life. He 
hated her for his preseni humiliation, he hated her for his 
future shame. She seemed to blame for all. 

“ You took it,” Baster^a answered, acknowledging her 
words only by a disdainful shrug, “ and gave it to your 
mother. Why, I care not. Now that you see we know 
so much, will you let us go up ! ” 

“ No ! ” She faced him bravely and steadfastly. “ No. 
If you know so much, you know also why I took it, and 
why I gave it to her.” And then, the radiance of un- 
selfish love illuminating her pallid face,*^' I would do it 
again were it to do," she said. “ And again, and yet 
again ! P"or you, I have done you wrong ; I have robbed 
you, and you may punish me*. I must bear it. But as 
to him,” pointing to Messer Blondel, “ I am innocent ! 
Innocent,” site repeated firmly. “ For he would have done 
it himself and for himself ; it was he who would have me 
do it. And if I lipive done it, I have done it for another. 
I have robbed you, if need be I must pay the price ; but 
that man has naught against me in this ! And for the 
rest, my mother is well.” ’ 

« Ah?” 

“ Ay, weU 1 well ! ” she repeated, tl^e light of joy 
softening her eyes as she repeated the word. “Weill 
and I fear nothing.” \ 

BastergK laughed cruelly. “ Well ? ” he said. “ WeU, 
is she? Then let us go up and see her. If sh^ be well, 
why not ? ” 
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“No!” 

“Why not?” 

She did not ^nswer, out sne oia not maKe way. 

“Why not? I will tell you, if you please,” he said. 
“ And it will make you pipe to another tune. You hs^e 
given her, young woman, that which will mal^ier worse, 
and not better I ” 

“She is better I ” 

“ For an hour, or for twelve# hours 1 ” he retorted. 
“ That certainly. Then worse.” 

J‘No!” 

“No? But I see what it is,”^ie continued — and, alas, 
his voice strengthened the fear that like a dead hand 
was closing on her heart and staying it ; deepened the 
terror that like a veil was falling before her eyes and 
darkening the room ; so that she had much ado, gripping 
finger-nails into palms, to keep her feet and let herself 
from fainting. • I sec what it is. You would fain play 
Providence,” he continued — “ thht is it, is it ? You would 
play Providence ? Then come ! Come then, and .sec 
*what kind of Providence it^s you have played. We will 
see if you are right or I am right ! And if she be well, 
or if she be ill 1 ” And again he moved "towards the 
staircase. • 

But she stood obstinately between him an<.l the door. 
“ No,” she said. “ You do not go up ! ” She was resolute. 
The fear that as she listened to his gibing tones had 
driven the colour from her Ace, had hardened it too. 
For, if he were right? If for that fear there were 
foundation? I ^ that which the Syndic had^lctl her to 
give and that which she had given, proved — though for 
a few hours it had seemed ty impart marvellous vigour — 
useless or worse than usel^s ? Then the ndBi to keep 
these men from her mother was the greater, the more 
desperate. How they could be kept, for how long it 
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possible to keep* them, she did|not pause to consider, 
afi’y more tjjan the she-wolf that crouches, snarling, 
between her whelps and the hunt, counts^ odds. It was 
enough for her that if they were right the worst had 
come, and naught lay between her mother’s weakness 
and their ^el eyes and judgments but her own feeble 
strength. N - 

Or no ! she was wrong in that ; she 5iad forgotten ! 
As she spoke, and as Easterga with a scow^ repeated the 
order to stand aside, Claude put her gently but irresistibly 
by, and took her place. The young man’s eyes were 
bright, his colour high. '“You will not go up I’’ he said, 
a mocking note of challenge, replying to Basterga’s tone, 
in his voice. “You will not go up.” 

“ Fool ! Will you prevent us ? ” 

“ You will not go up ! No ! ” 

In the very act of falling on the lad, Basterga recoiled. 
Claude had not been idle while the others disputed. He 
had gone to the corner for his sword, and it was the 
glittering point, suddenly whipped out and flickered 
before his eyes that gave the scholar pause, and made' 
him leap back. “ Pollux ! ” he cried, “ are you mad ? 
Put down ! ‘"Put down ! Do you see the Syndic? Do 
you know,” he continued, stamping his foDt, “ that it is 
penal to draw in Geneva?” 

“ I know that you are not going upstairs ! ” Claude 
answered gently. He was radiant. He would not have 
exchanged his position fdr a crown. She was looking, 
and he was going to fight. 

“You fool,” Basterga returned, "we have but to call 
the watch from the Tertasse and you will be haled to 
the lock-up, and jailed and whipped, if not worse I And 
that jadeWth you ! S/uUusthf ? Do you hear ? Messer 
Syndic, will you be thwarted in this fashion ?‘ Call these 
lawbreakers to order and bid them have done ! ” 
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Put up ! ” the Syndic, cried, hoarse wiui 
was beside himself, when he thought of thy position m 
which he had j^aced himself. He looked at the two as 
if he would fain have slain them where they stood. “ Or 
I call the watch, and it will be the worse for you,” ne 
continued. “ Do you hear me ? Put up ? ” 

“ He shall not go upstairs ! ” Claude answQ^ed^ breath- 
ing quickly. Me was pale, but utterly and fixedly re- 
solved. If B&sterga made a movement to attack him, 
he. would run him through whatever the consequences. 

^ “ Then, fool, I will call the watch ! ” Blondel babbled, 
fairly beside himself. 

Claude had no answer to thu. , «.ily they should not 
go up. It was the girl’s readier wit furnished the answer. 

“ Call them ! ” she cried, in a clear voice. “ Call the 
watch, Messer Syndic, and I will tell them the whole 
story. What Messer Blondel would have had me do, 
and get, and gfve.” 

" It was for the State ! ” the* Syndic hissed. 

“And is it for the State that you come to-day with 
that man?” she retorted* and with her outstretched 
finger she accused Basterga of unspoken things. “ That 
man ! Last night you would have had flic rob him. 
The day befflre he was a traitor. To-day he and you 
are one. Are one! What are you i^otting together?” 

The Syndic shrank from the* other’s side under the 
stab of her words — words that, uttered at random, flew, 
straight as the arrow that sle^ Ahab, to the joint of his 
armour. “To-day you and that man are one,” she re- 
peated. “OneJ What are you plotting together?” 

She knew as much as that, did she? She I ncw that 
they were one, and that ihey were plotting together ; 
while in the Council nren were clamourl^ for the 
Paduan’s arrest, and were growing suspicious because 
he was not arrested — Baudichon, whom he had called 
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a^at hog, ana Petitot, that slqw, piuclding sleuth-hound 
dr a patriot^ What if light fell on the true state of 
things — and less than the g^rl had said ^ight cast that 
light? Then the warrant might go, not for the Paduan 
omy, but for himself. Ay, for him ! For with an enemy 
ever lying^ithin a league of the gates warrants flew 
quickly ih ireneva Men who sleep ill of nights, and 
take the cock-crow for war’s alarum, are Auspicious, and, 
once roused, without ruih or -mercy. ® 

There was the joint in his harness. Once let his name 
be published with Basterga’s — as must happen if tly? 
watch were summoned and the girl spoke out — and no 
one could say where the matter might end, or what 
suspicions might not be awakened. Nay, the matter, 
was worse, more perilous and more lightly balanced ; 
for, setting himself aside, none the less was a brawl that 
brought up Basterga’s name, a thing to be shunned. The 
least thing might precipitate the scholhr’s arrest; his 
arrest must lead to the loss of the retnedium, if it 
existed : and the loss of the remedium to the loss of 
that which Messer Blondel had come to value the more 
dearly the more he sacrificed to«keep it — ^the Syndic’s life. 

He dared 'not call the watch, and he dared not use 
violence. As he awoke to those two faSts, he stood 
blinking in dismayed silence, swallowing his rage, and 
hating the girl and hating the man with a dumb hatred. 
Though the reasons which weighed with him were un- 
known to the two, they c6uld not be blind to his fear 
and his baffled mien ; and had he been alone they might 
have taken victory for certain. But Bc^stet^a was not 
one to be so lightly thwarted. His intellect, his wit, 
his very mass intimidated. ^ Therefore it was with as 
much relii^<as surprise that .^ne read in his face the 
reflection of the other’s doubts, and saw that he, too^ 
gave back. 
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“You are two fools he said.' "Two great, ^ 
fools I” There was resignation,* there wa| someth!i% 
that was almost approval in his tones. "You do not 
know what you*are doing ! Is there no way of making 
you hear reason ? ” 

"You cannot go* up,” Anne said. She ^d won, it 
seemed, without knowing how she had won. 

Bastetga gr|inted ; and then, “ Ah, well,” he said, 
addressing Claude, " if I had yolk in the fields, my lad, 
it would not be that bit of metal would save you!” 
i^nd he spouted with appropriate gesture — 

— Ilium fidi aequales, genua aegra trahentcin 
Jactantemque utroque caput, cras.sumque cruorcm 
Ore ejectantem mixtosque in sanguine dentes 
Ducunt ad navis 1 

Half an hour in my company, and you would not be so 
bold.” 

Claude smilea with pardonable contemi^t, but made 
no reply, nor did he change his attitude. 

“ Come ! ” Blondel muttered, addressing his ally with 
his eyes averted. " I havg reasons at present for letting 
them be 1 ” They were strange reasons, to judge by the 
hang-dog look of the proud magistrate. “ But I shall 
know how to deal with them by-and-by. Conie, man, 
come I ” he repeated impatiently. A*nd he turned to- 
wards the door and unlocked it. 

Basterga moved reluctantly after him. “ Ay, we go 
now,” he said, with a look full of menace. “ But wait 
a while ! Caesar Basterga does not forget, and his turn 
will come ! wJiere is my cap ? ” 

He had let it fall on the floor, and he turned to pick 
it up, stooping slowly an^^with difficulty as^^out men 
do. As he raised himself his head still low, he butted 
it suddenly and with an activity for which no one would 
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have given him credit full into Claude’s chest. The 
rfiiucky yoijng man, who ha(5 lowered his weapon the 
instant before, fell back with a “ sough ” against thp wall, 
and leant there, pale and breathless. Anne uttered one 
siream, then the scholar’s huge arm enfolded her neck 
and drewS»^r backwards against his breast. 

“ Up f ug,! Messer Blondel ! ” he cried. “ Now is your 
chance! Up and surprise her!” And ({vith his disen- 
gaged hand he gripped' Claude, for further^ safety, by the 
collar. “ Up ; I will keep them quiet !” 

The Syndic wasted a moment in astonishment, then 
he took in the situation and the other’s cleverness. 
Before Basterga had ceased to speak, he was at the 
door of the staircase, and had dragged it open. But as 
he set his foot on the lowest stair, Anne, held as she 
Wcis against Basterga’s breast, and almost stifled by the 
arm which covered her mouth, managed to clutch the 
Syndic by his skirts, and, once having Vaken hold, held 
him with the strength of despair. In vain he struggled 
and strove and wrestled to jerk himself free ; in vain 
Basterga, hampered by Claiide, tried to drag the girl' 
away — Blondel came away with her ! She clung to him, 
and even, freeing her mouth for a moment, succeeded in 
uttering a scream. t* 

“ Curse her ! ” Basterga foamed : and had he had a 
hand to spare, he would have struck her down. “ Pull, 
man, have you no strength ! Let go, you vixen ! Let 
go, or ” •• 

He tried to press her throat, but in changing his hold 
allowed her to utter a second scream, loqder, more shrill, 
more full of passion than the other. At the same instant 
a chair, knocked down by Blondel in his eflbrts, fell with 
a crash, ^lirowing down a plj.wter platter ; and Claude, 
white and breathless as he was, began to struggle, seeing 
his mistress so handled. The four swayed to and fro. 
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Another moment, anfa either the Syndic*^ must have 
jerked himself free, or trfe contest must h|ve attaiiJBd 
to dinjensions that could not escape the notice of the 
neightours, whAi a sound — a sound from within, from 
upstairs — stayed the tumult as by magic. 

Blondel ceased to struggle, and stood aghast ^ Basterga 
relaxed his hold upon his prisoners and listened. • Claude 
leant back agaijpst the wall. The girl alon'e — she alone 
moved. Witljout speaking, without looking, as a bird 
flies to its young, she sprang to the stairs and fled up 
them. 

^The maniacal laugh, the crazy*words — a moment only, 
they heard them ; and then the door above, which the 
poor woman, so long bedridden, had contrived in her 
frenzy of fear to open, closed on the sounds and stifled 
them. But enough had been heard : enough to con- 
vince Blondel, enough to justify Basterga, enough to 
change the fortunes of more than one in the room. 
The scholar’s eyes met the Syndic's. 

“ Are you satisfied ? ” he askcd7 in a low voice. 

Blondel, breathing hard, nodded. 

“You heard ?•” 

He nodded a second time. He looked scared. . 

“Then you have enough to burn the old witch 
and the young one with her!” Basterga replied. He 
turned his small eyes, sparkling .with ‘malignity, on the 
young man, who stood against the wall, pale, and but 
half recovered from the blowahe had sustained. “You 
thought to thwart me, did you, Messer Claude? You 
thought yourself clever enough to play with Caesar 
Basterga, did you ? To hold at bay — oh, efever fellow 
— a magistrate and a scholar ! And defy us both I 
Now I will tell you what yJvill come of it ! ” '^[^e shook 
his great finger in front of the young man. “Your 
pretty bit of pink and white will bum 1 Burn, see you ! 
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A show for the little boys, a holidky for the young men 
the yoi^ng womerf, a trekt for the old men, who 
will see her white limbs writhe in the smoke ! Ha ! ” 
as Claude, with a face of horror, wouki have waved 
hita away, “that touches you, does it? You had not 
thought d^that? Nay, you had not thought of other 
things. '•! ^tell you, before the sun sets this evening, 
this house shall be anathema ! Before ^ight what we 
have heard will be khown abroad, and«there will be 
much added to it. There was a child died in the fourth 
house from this on Sunday ! It will be odd if she did 
not overlook it. And the young wife of the Lieutenant 
at the Porte Tertassc, who has ailed since her marriage 
— a pale thing ; who knows but he looked this way once 
and Mistress Anne thought ill of his defection ? Ha 1 
Ha! You would cross Csesar Basterga, would you? 
No, Messer Claude,” he set his huge foot on the fallen 
sword which Claude had made a movement to recover. 

“ I fight with other weapons than that ! And if you lay 
a finger on me ” — he e^ttended his arms to their widest 
extent — “ I will crush the life out of you. That is ' 
better,” as Claude stood glaring helplessly at him — “ I 
teach you prudence, at any rate. And as," with a sneer, 

“ you are so apt at learning, I will do you, T you choose, 
a greater kindness that man ever did you, or woman 
either 1 ” 

The young man, breathing quickly, did not speak. 
Perhaps his eyes were watching for an opening ; at the 
least appearance of one he would have flung himself 
upon his enemy. 

“ You dof^ not choose. And yet, I will do it. In one 
word — Go 1 

Teque his, puer, c^ipe flammisi ” 

He pointed to the door with a gesture tragic enough. 

“ Go and live, for if you stay you die I Wait not until 
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the chain is drawn before the door, until boards darken 
the windows, and men cross the- street when they wouit^ 
pass I Until women hide their heads as they^go by, and 
the market will ijot sell, nor the water run for you ! For 
then, as surely as she will perish, you will perish wiA 
her!” 

“So be it I” Claude cried. And in his^ kirn he 
pointed, not without dignity, to the door,^“Go you, 
and our blood ^ae upon your head !’’ 

Basteiga shrugged his shoulders^ and in one moment 
put the thing and his grand manner away from him. 
“ Enough 1 we will go,” he saidL “You are satisfied, 
Messer Syndic? Yes. Farewell, young sir, you have 
my last word.” And while the young man stood glow- 
ering at him, he opened the street door, and the two 
passed out 

“ You will not go on with this ? ” Blondel muttered 
with a backward^esture, as the two paused. 

"Nothing,” Basterga answered in a low voice, “will 
suit our purpose better. It wilLaoiiUsa Geneva and fill 
men’s mouths till the time gome. For you too, Messer 
Blondel," he continued, with a piercing look, “ will live 
and not die, I take it?” 

The other knew then that the hour had come to set 
his seal to the bargain : and equally, that if at this 
eleventh hour he would return, the path was open. 
But facUis — known is the rest, and the grip which a 
strong nature gains on a weaker, and how hardly fear, 
once admitted, is cast out. Within the Syndic’s sight 
rose one of the gates, almost within touch rose the 
rampart of the iity, long his own, which he was asked 
to betray. The mountains of his native land, pure, cold 
and sunlit, stood up against the blue depth winter 
sky, eloquent of the pern^nence of things, and the 
insignificance of men. The contemplation 'of them 
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• lunicu -Ills check cl shsde pciler snd struck terror, to 
'fcS heart; but did not stay thim. His eyes avoiding 
the other’s |[aze, his face shrinking and pitiable, shame 
already his portion, he nodded. j 
t “ Precisely,” Basterga said. “ Then nothing can better 
serve our purpose than this. Let your officers know 
what ytju' have heard, and know that you would hear 
more— of by, s house. That, and a hint of evil practices 
and witch’s spells dropped here and the/e, will give your 
townsfolk something to talk of and stare at and swallow 
— till our time come.” 

“ But if I bid them watch this house,” Blondel muttered 
weakly — how fast, how fast the thing was passing out of 
his hands ! — “ attention will be called to you, and then, 
Messer Basterga ” 

“ My work is done here,” Basterga replied calmly. “ I 
have crossed that threshold for the last time. When I 
leave you — and it is time we parted— I go out of the 
gates, not again to return until — until things have been 
brought to the poi’?.*- which we would have them, 
Messer Blondel.” , 

“ And that,” the Syndic said with a shudder, “ will be ? ” 

“ Towards the longest niglit. Say, in a week or so 
from now. The precise moment — that and other things, 
1 will let you know by a safe mouth.” 

“But the remedium? That first 1” the Syndic mut- 
tered, a scowl, for a second, darkening his face. 

Basterga smiled. “ Hfive no fear,” he replied. “That 
first, by all means. And afterwards — Geneva.” 
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THE DEPARTURE OF THE RATRf' 

A 

The wood-ash 'on the hearth had sunk lower and grown 
whiter. The last flame that had licked the black sides 
of* the great pot had died down among the expiring 
embers. Only under the largest log glowed a tiny cavern, 
carbuncle-hucd ; and still Claude walked restlessly from 
the window to the door, or listened with a frowning face 
at the foot of the stairs. One hour, two hours had passed 
since the Syndic’s departure with Basterga ; and still 
Anne remained ^vith her mother and made no sign. 
Once, spurred by anxiety and the thought that he might 
be of use, Claude had determii»<#>4-4«»'miount and .seek 
Il^r; but half-way up the steirs his courage had failed 
he had recoiled from a scene so tender, and so sacred. 
He had descended and fallen again to moving to anrl fro, 
and listening, and staring remorsefully at the weapon — it 
lay where he had dropped it on the floor — that had failed 
him in his need. * 

He had their threats in his cars, and by-and-by the 
horror of inaction, the horror of fitting still and awaiting 
the worst with folded hands, overcame him ; and in a 
panic planning flight for them all, flight, however hope- 
less, however desperate, he hurried into his Ubd-closet, 
and began to pack his possessions. He packed impul- 
sively until even the fat text-books bulked in hijji^undlc, 
and the folly of flying for life t^ith a Ca;sar and Mfelancthon 
on his back struck him. Then he turned all oit on the 
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ilQ$>r in a fury of haste l?st she should surprise him, and 
^nk that hb had had it in his mind to desert her. 

Back he went on that to the living-room with its d)dng 
fire and lengthening shadows ; and therG he resumed his 
solitary pacing. The room lay silent, the house lay 
silent ; ,?\^n the rampart without, which the biting wind 
kept clear passers. He tried to reason on the position, 
to settle whai would happen, what step^s Basterga and 
Blondel would take, how the blow they threatened would 
fall. Would the officers of the Syndic enter and seize 
the two helpless women and drag them to the gua^- 
house ? In that case, what should he do, what could he 
do, since it was most unlikely that he would be allowed 
to go with them or see them ? For a time the desperate 
notion of bolting and barring the house and holding it 
against the law possessed his mind ; but only to be 
quickly dismissed. He was not yet mad enough for 
that. In the meantime was there any one to whom he 
could appeal ? .^ny_course he could adopt ? 

The sound of the latch rising in its socket drew his 
eyes to the outer door. It opened, and he saw Louis 
Gentilis on the threshold. Holding the door ajar, the 
young man peered in. Meeting Claude’s eyes, he looked 
to the stairs, as if to seek the protection of Anne’s 
presence ; failing to find her, he made for an instant as if 
he would shut the door again, and go. But apparently 
he saw that Claude, thoroughly dispirited, was making no 
motion to carry out his threats of vengeance ; and he 
thought better of it. He came in slowly, and closed the 
door after him. Turning his cap in his hand, and with his 
eyes slyly fixed on Claud^^' Tip'll *viuio^wct word for 
his bed-closet. closed the door behind him. 

His strange,^^and his furtive manner im- 

aude unpleasantly. They seemed to imply a 
that boded ill ; nor was the impression they 


pressed 

knowled’ 
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made weakened when, two mii|utes later, the closet dqpr 
opened again, and he came out. 

‘*What is it?*’ Claude asked, speaking sharply. He 
was not going (o put up with mystery of this sort. 

For answer Louis* eyes met his a moment ; then the 
young man, without speaking, slid across th^r^om to a 
chair on which lay a book. Me took u p Uy volume ; it 
was his. Ne^ he discovered another p?J^ession — or so 
it seemed — approached it and took seisin of it in the same 
dumb way ; and so with another and another. Finally, 
blinking and looking askance, he passed his eyes from 
side to side to learn if he had overlooked anything. 

But Claude’s patience, though prolonged by curiosity, 
was at an end. He took a step forward, and had the 
satisfaction of seeing Louis drop his air of mystery, and 
recoil two paces. ‘‘If you don’t speak,” Claude cried, 
“ I will break every bone in your body ! Do you hear, 
you sneaking i^gue ? Do you forget that you are in my 
debt already? Tell me in two \vorjJs what this dumb 
^show means, or I will have payment for all ! ” 

Master Loui^ cringed, efivided between the desire to 
flee and the fear of losirTg his property. “ You will be 
foolish ifj^ou make any fuss here,” he muttered, Tiis arm 
raised to waft’d off a blow. “Besides, I’m going,” he 
continued, swallowing nervously as he, spoke. “ Let me 
go. 

“Going?" 

“Yes.” 

“Do you mean,” Clauae exclaimed in astonishment, 
“ that you are going for good ? ” 

“ Yes, and if you will take my advice ” — with a look 
of sinister meaning — “ you will go too. That is all,” 

“Why? Why ?” Clause repeated. 

Louis' only answer was a shudder, which told Claude 
that if the other did not know all, he knew n^ch. Dhh 

17 * 
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m^jied and confounded, ^Mercie^ stepped back, and, with 
a secret grin^ of satisfaction, Louis turned again to his 
task of searching the room. He found presently that for 
whjch he had been looking — his cloak. He disentangled 
it, with a peculiar look, from a woman’s hood, contact 
with whiQ^he avoided with care. That done, he cast it 
over his arniWnd got back into his closet. Claude heard 
him moving mere, and presently he emerged a second 
time. « " 

Precisely as he did so Claude caught the sound of a 
light footstep on the stairs, the stair door opened, an4, 
Anne, her face weary, but composed, came in. Her first 
glance fell on Louis, who, with his sack and cloak on his 
arm, was in the act of closing the closet door. Habit 
carried her second look to the hearth. 

“ You have let the fire go out,” she said. Then, turning 
to Louis, in a voice cold and free from emotion, “Are 
you going? ” she asked. *■' 

He muttered th?.t,Ji£,^F^s, his face a medley of fear 
and spite and shame. ^ 

She nodded, but to Claude’s astonishfnent expressed 
no surprise.^ Meanwhile Louft, after dropping first his 
cloak and then his sack, in his haste to be gorfe, shuffled 
his way to the door. The two lookeef on, without 
moving or speaking, while he opened it, carried out his 
bag, and, turning abofit, closed the door upon himself 
They heard his footsteps move away. 

At length Claude spoke.* “ The rats, I see, are leaving," 
he muttered. 

“ Yes, the rats 1 ” she echoed, and carried for a moment 
her eyes to his. Then she knelt on the hearth, and un- 
coveringthe under side of the log, where a little fire still 
smoulderek she fed it with l<jvo or three fir-cones, and, 
stooping ]Ewt blew steadily on them until they caught 
fire and ^azed. He stood looking down at her. and 



THE DEPARTURE OF THE llATS 

marvelled at the strength oNnjind that allowed het to 
stoop, to trifles, or to think of fires at such li time as this. 
He forgot that habit is of all stays the strongest, and 
that to womei! a thousand trifles make up — God reward 
them for it — the work of life ; a work which ins^nct 
moves them to pursue, though the heavens 

Several hours had elapsed since he haj^Tentered hot- 
foot to see h^r; and the day, was beginning to wane. 
The flame df the blazing fir-cortes, a hundred times re- 
flected in the rows of pewter plates and the surface of 
«Ahe old oaken dressers, left thg corners of the room in 
shadow. Immediately within the windows, indeed, the 
daylight held its own ; but when she rose and turned to 
him her back was towards the casement, and the firelight 
which lit up her face flickered uncertainly, and left him 
in doubt whether she were moved or not. 

“ You have eaten nothing ! ” she said, while he stood 
pondering wh^ she would say. “ And it is four o’clock! 
I am sorry ! ” Her tone, which Jijak shame to herself, 

, gave him a new surprise. , 

He stopped *her as she turned to the dresser. “ Your 
mother is better ? ” he said gently. , 

“She is herself now,” she replied, with a slight quaver, 
and without* looking at him. And she went about her 
work. • 

Did she know? Did she understand ? In his world 
was only one fact, in his mind only one tremendous 
thought : the fact of their position, the thought of their 
isolation and peril. In her treatment of Louis she had 
seemed to show knowledge and a comprehension as wide 
as his own. But if she knew all, could she be as calm 
as she was ? Could she go about her daily tasks ? Could 
she cut and lay and fetch with busy fingej|^md ail in 
silence ? 

He thought not ; and though he longed toionsult her, 
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to ^ure her and comfort <iher, to tell her that the verj 
isolation, the ^ very peril in which they stood were s 
happiness and a joy to him, whatever the issue, because 
he shared them with her, he would not, by^'roason of that 
doul>t. He did not yet know the courage which under- 
lies the g^tJest natures : nor did he guess that even as it 
was a joy to\im to stand beside her in peril, so it was a 
joy to her, even'*ln that hour, to come and go for him, to 
cut his bread and lay for him, to draw his wine from the 
great cask under the stairs, and pour for him in the tall 
horn mug. 

And little said- By him, because he shrank from 
opening her eyes to the danger of their position ; by 
her, because her mind was full and she could not trust 
herself to speak calmly. But he knew that she, too, had 
fasted since morning, and he made her eat with him : 
and it was in the thoughts of each that they had never 
eaten together before. For commonly Xnne took her 
meal with her mothe r, or a te as the women of her time 
often ate, standing, alone, when others had finished. 
There are moments when the simplest thjngs put on the 
beauty and significance of rites, and this first eating 
together at the small table on the fire-lit hfearth was 
one of such moments. He saw that she did eat ; and 
this care for her, and the reverence of his manner, so 
moved her, that at last tears rose and choked her, and to 
give her time and to hide his own feelings, he stood up 
and affected to get somethmg from the fireside. 

Before he turned again, the latch rattled and the door 
flew open. .The freezing draught that entered, arrested 
him between the table and the fire. The intruder was 
Grio. He stood an instant scowling on them, then he 
entered closed the door. ^ He eyed the two with a 
sneering \mgh, and, turning, flung his cloak on a chair. 
It was ill-amed and fell to the ground. 
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“ Why the devil don’t you JJght ? ” he cried violerUly. 
“ Eh ?" He added something in* which the! words “ 0!h 
hag’s devilry ! ” were alone audible. " Do you hear ? " 
he continued, ntore coherently, “ Why don’t you light? 
What black games are you playing, I’d like to knoSv? 
I want my things ! ” 

Claude’s fingers tingled, but danger and ysponsibility 
are sure teachys, and he restrained him^flt*. Neither of 
them answered, but Anne fetched ihc lamp, and kindling 
a splinter of wood lighted it, and placed it on the table. 
JThen bringing the Spaniard’s rushlight from the three 
or four that stood on the dressed, she lighted it and held 
it out to him. 

“ Set it down ! ” he said, with tipsy insolence. He was 
not quite sober. “ Set it down ! I am not going to — 
hie! — risk my salvation! Avaunt, Satan ! It is possible 
to palm the evil one, like a card I am told, and — hie ! — 
soul out, devil^, all lost as easy as candle goes out ' ” 

He had taken his candle with an unsteady hand, and 
^ unconsciously had blown it'^oiit himself She restrained 
Claude by a loqk, and patiently taking the rushlight from 
Grio, she re-lit it and set»it on the table for him to take. 

“ As a fandle goes out I ” he rcpe<ited, cj^ing* it with 
drunken wisdom. “ Candle out, devil in, soul lost, there 
you have it in three words— clever as^any of your long- 
winded preachers ! But I want giy things. I am going 
before it is too late. Advise you to go too, young man,” 
he hiccoughed, “ before you 'are overlooked. She is a 
witch ! She’s the devil’s mark on her, I tell you ! I'd 
like to have the finding it ! ” And with an ugly leer he 
advanced a step as if he would lay hands on*her. 

She shrank ^ck, and Claude's eyes blazed. Fortun- 
ately, the bully’s mind passed to the first o4^ct of his 
coming ; or it may be th/t he was sober eni^gh to read 
a warning in the younger man’s face. 
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‘^Oh 1 time enough,” said. “ You are not so nice 
afways. I’ll Hb bound. And things come — hie ! — to those 
who wait ! I don’t belong to your Sabbaths, I suppose, 
or you’d be freer ! But I want my things, and I am 
gcCng to have them I I defy thee, Satan I And all thy 
works ! ” 

Still grij'^iing under his breath he burst open the stair- 
case door, ari^utumbled noisily upwards, the light waver- 
ing in his hand, Anne’s eyes followed him ; she had 
advanced to the foot of the stairs, and Claude under- 
stood the apprehension that held her. But the soundg 
did not penetrate to the room on the upper floor, or 
Madame Royaume did not take the alarm ; perhaps she 
slept. And after assuring herself that Grio had entered 
his room the girl returned to the table. 

The Spaniard had spoken with brutal plainness; it was 
no longer possible to ignore what he had said, or to lie 
under any illusion as to the girl’s knowlcfcige of her peril. 
Claude’s eyes met hers : aind for a moment the anguished 
human soul peere^Wrougn the mask of constancy, for a 
moment the woman in her, shrinking from the ordeal ’ 
and the fire, from shame and death, thrust aside the veil, 
and held oUt quivering, piteous hands to him. But it 
was for a moment only. Before he could speak she was 
brave as before, (juiet as he had ever seen her, patient, 
mistress of herself. “Jt is as you said," she muttered, 
smiling wanly, “ the rats are leaving us,” 

“ Vermin ! ” he whispered. He could not trust himself 
to say more. His voice shook, his eyes were full. 

"They have not lost time,” she continued in a low 
tone. She did not cease to listen, nor did her eyes leave 
the staircase door. “ Louis first, and now Grio, How 
has it refliil^d them so quickly, do you think ? ” 

" Louis L hand in glove wth the Syndic,” he mur- 
mured. !■ 
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“And Grio?” 

“ With Bastei^a.” 

She nodded. “ What do you think they will do — 
first?” she whispered. And again — it went to his heart 
— the woman’s face, fear-drawn, showed as it were ^be- 
neath the mask with which love and faith ^d a noble 
resignation had armed her. “ Do you thj^ii^ they will 
denounce us a^ once ? ” 

He shook Jiis head in sheer ir^bility to foresee ; and 
then, seeing that she continued to look anxiously for his 
^answer, that answer which he knew to be of no value, 
for minute by minute the sensS of his helplessness was 
weighing upon him, “It may be,” he muttered. “God 
knows. When Grio is gone we will talk about it.” 

She began, but always with a listening ear and an eye 
to the open door, to remove from the table the remains 
of their meal. Midway in her task, she glanced askance 
at the windo^ under the impression that some one was 
looking through it; and in any case now the lamp was 
lit it exposed them to the Otiosity of the rampart. She 
was going to c^ose the shutters when Claude interposed, 
raised the heavy shutters and bolted and barred them. 
He was t^frning from them when Grio’s ste'p was heard 
descending. • 

Strange to say the Spaniard’s first, glance was at the 
windows, and he looked genuinely taken aback when he 
saw that they were closed. “VVhy the devil did you 
shut?” he exclaimed, in a rage ; and passing Anne with 
a sidelong movement, he flung a heavy bundle on the 
floor by the door. As he turned to ascend jjgain he met 
her eyes, and backing from her he made witn two of his 
fingers the ancient sign which southern people still use 
to ward off the evil eye. Then, half shamefttfedly, half 
recklessly, he blundered /pstairs again. A raoment, and 
he came stumbling down ; but this time hefwas careful 
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to li«ep the great bun<|le/he bore between himself and 
her eyes, unAl he had got the door open. 

That precaution taken, as if he thought the free cold 
air which entered would protect him from spells, he 
shfiwed himself at his ease, threw down his bundle and 
faced her vwith an air of bravado. 

“I neeci'\ot have feared,” he said with a tipsy grin, 
“but I had fSi^gotten what I carry. I |iave a hocus- 
pocus here ” — he touckicd his breast — “ written by a wise 
man in Ravenna, and sealed with a dead Goth’s hand, 
that is proof against devil or dam ! And I defy theep 
mistress.” 

" Why ? ” she cried. “ Why ? ” And the note of in- 
dignation in her voice, the passionate challenge of her 
eyes, enforced the question. In the human mind is a 
desire for justice that will not be denied ; and even from 
this drunken ruffian a sudden impulse bade her demand 
it. “ Why should you defy me or fear m'^f? What have 
I done to you, what have I done to any one,” she con- 
tinued, with noble resentment, “ that you should spread 
this of me? You have eaten and drunl^ at my hand a 
hundred times ; have 1 poisoned or injured you ? I have 
looked at you a hundred times ; have I overlooked you ? 
You have lain down under this roof by night a hundred 
times ; have I harjned you sleeping or waking, full moon 
or no moon ? ” •< 

For answer he leered at her slyly. “ Not a whit,” he 
said. “ No.” " 

“ No ? ” Her colour rose. 

“No; bi\t you see” — with a grin — “k never leaves 
me, my girl.” He touched his breast. “ While I wear 
that I am safe.” 

She gJkp^. “ Do you mean that I ” 

“ I do Tipt know what yoil> would have done— but 

for that I” I ,v"*'torted. "Maimed me or wizened me, 

I ? 
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perhaps ! Or, may be, made yaste away as you 4id 
the child that died three doors away last Sun*day ! ” 

Her face changed slowly. Prepared as she had been fbr 
the worst by mAny an hour of vigil beside her mother’s 
bed, the horror of this precise accusation — and such in 
accusation — overcame her. “What?” she crie.d. “You 

dare to say that I — that I ” She could rJ^Rnish. 

But her eyes^ightened, her forgn dilate(f"\v'ith passion ; 
and tipsy, igndtant, brutish as he was, the Spaniard could 
not be blind to the indignation, the resentment, the very 
wonder which stopped her breath and choked her utter- 
ance. At the sight some touch of shame, some touch of 
pity, made itself felt in the dull recesses even of that 
brain. “I don’t say it,” he muttered awkwardly. “ It is 
what they are saying in the street.” 

“ In the street ? ” 

“ Ay, where else ? ” He knew who said it, for he knew 
whence his ord^s came : but he was not going to tell 
her. Yet the spark of kindhness which she had kindled 
^till lived — how could it be^othcrwisc in presence of her 
youth and gentVsness? “If you’ll take my advice,” he 
continued rpughly, “youll not show yourself Jn the 
streets unl^s you wish to be mishandled, my girl. It will 
be time enougfh when the time comes. Mven now, if you 
were to leave your old witch of a mother and get good 
protection, there is no knowing but you might be got clearl 
You are a fair bit of red and white,” with a grin. “ And it 
is not far to Savoy I Will yoif come if I risk it ? ” 

A gesture, half refusal, half loathing, answered him. 
“Oh, very wd!l 1” he said. The short-livec^fit of pity 
passed from him; he scowled. “You'll think differently 
when they have the handling of you. I’m glad to be 
going, for where there’s one fire there are apt more ; 
and I ^ a Christian, no/matter who’s not l\ Let who 
will burn, I’ll not 1" ' 
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JFIe picked up one bundle and, carrying it out, raised 
bis voice. ^ A man, who ha^ shrunk, it seemed, from 
entering the house, showed his face in the light which 
streamed from the door. To this fellew he gave the 
tfandle, and shouldering the other, he went heavily out, 
leaving the door wide open behind him. 

Claucfe’^i^rode to it and closed it ; but not so quickly 
that he had ?fbt a glimpse of three or four pairs of eyes 
staring in out of the #*aarkness ; eyes so curious, so fear- 
ful, so quickly and noiselessly withdrawn — for even while 
he looked, they were gone — that he went back to ttse 
hearth with a shiver of* apprehension. 

Fortunately, she had not seen them. She stood where 
he had left her, in the same attitude of amazement into 
which Grio’s accusation had cast her. As she met his 
gaze — then, at last, she melted. The lamplight showed 
her eyes brimming over with tears ; her lips quivered, 
her breast heaved under the storm of reVcMtment. 

“ Mow dare they say it ? she cried. “ How dare they ? 
That I would harm a child? A child And, unable 
to go on, she held out protesting hands to him. “ And 
my mother? My mother, who never injured any one 
or harmed a hair of any one’s head ! Th^-^ she — that 

they should say that of her! That they should set that 
to her! But I >vill go this instant,” impetuously, “to 
the child’s mother. She will hear me. She will know 
and believe me. A mother? Yes, I will go to herl” 

“ Not now,” he said. Not now, Anne ! ” 

“Yes, now,” she persisted, deaf to his voice. She 
snatched up her hood from the ground on which it had 
fallen, and began to put it on. 

He seized her arm. “No, not now,” he said firmly. 
“ You iteU not go now. Wait until daylight. She will 
listen to vou more coolly the^y” 

She relisted him. “ Why ? ” she said. “ Why ? ” 
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“ People fancy things at nigl^,” he urged. “ I know it 
is so. If she saw you enfer out hf the darkness 5h% 
girl with her burning eyes, her wet cheeks, her disordered 
hair looked wil^ enough — " she might refuse to believe 
you. Besides ” 

“What?'' 

“ I will not have you go now,’* he said That 

instant it had flashed upon him that one mf' the faces he 
had seen outskfc was the face of flip dead child’s mother. 
“ I will not let you go,” he repeated. “ Go in the day- 
light. Go to-morrow morning. Go then, if you will!” 
He did not choose to tell her that he feared for her 
instant safety if she went now ; that, if he had his will, 
the streets wculd sec her no more for many a day. 

She gave way. She took off her hood, and laid it on 
the table. But for several minutes she stood, brooding 
darkly and stormily, her hanr •. fingering the strings. 
To foresee isi^tot always to ])e forearmed. She had 
lived for months in daily and hourly expectation of the 
blow which had fallen ; but^iiot the more easily for that 
could she brook the concret^e charge. Her heart burned, 
her soul wa^on fire. Ju.s4.ice, give us justice though the 
heavens filff, is an instinct planted deep in m^n’s^nature ! 
Of the Mysterious Passion of our Lord our finite minds 
find no part worse than the anguish of innocence con- 
demned. A child ? She to huft a child ? And her 
mother? Her mother, so harmless, so ignorant, so 
tormented ! She to hurt a child ? 

After a time, nevertheless, the storm began to subside. 
But with it died the hope which is inherent in revolt ; in 
proportion as she grew more calm the forlornncss of her 
situation rose more clearly before her. At last that had 
happened which she had so long expected to haj^jlE^n. The 
thing was known. Soony:he full consequences would be 
upon her, the consequenefe on which she dared not dwell. 
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Shudderingly she tried close her e}res to the things 
iiiSt might lie before Her, to the things at which Grio had 
hinted, the things of which she had lain thinking — even 
while they were distant and uncertain — -Ihrough many a 
night of bitter fear and fevered anticipation. 

They were at hand now, and though she averted her 
though tay-^e knew it. But the wind is tempered to the 
shorn. Evencss the prospect of future ill can dominate 
the present, embitter the sweetest cup, ant^render thorny 
the softest bed, so, sometimes, present good has the 
power to obscure the future evil. As Anne sank back op 
the settle, her trembling limbs almost declining to bear 
her, her eyes fell on her companion. Failing to rouse her, 
he had seated himself on the other side of the hearth, his 
elbows on his knees, his chin on his hands, in an attitude 
of deep thought. And little by little, as she looked at 
him, her cheeks grew, if not red, less pale, her eyes lost 
their tense and hopeless gaze. She hewfd a quivering 
sigh, and slowly carried her look round the room. 

Its homely comfort, augoicnted by the hour and the 
firelight, seemed to lap them round. The door was' 
locked, the shutters were closed, the lamp burned cheer- 
fully. And he sat opposite — sat as if thdyhad been 
long married. The colour grew deeper in her face as 
she gazed ; she breathed more quickly ; her eyes shone. 
What evil cannot be softened, what misfortune cannot 
be lig tened to a woman by the knowledge that she is 
loved by the man she lf)ves? That where all have 
fled, he remains, and that neither fear of death nor word 
of man can keep him from her side ? , 

He looked up in the end, and caught the look on her 
face, the look that a woman bestows on one man only 
in her l^t In a moment he was on his knees beside 
her, holmng her hands, coverii^ them with kisses, vowing 
to save hef, to save her— or to die with her • 
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IN THE DARKENED ROONW 

Claude flung the cloak from his head and shoulders, 
and sat up. It was morning— morning, after that long, 
dear sitting together— and he stared confusedly about 
him. He had been dreaming; all night he had slept 
uneasily. But the cry that had roused him, the cry that 
had started that quick beating of the heart, the cry that 
still rang in his waking cars and frightened him, was no 
dream. 

As he ro sgjft his feet, his senses began to take in the 
scene; he remembered what had haijpcncd and where 
he was. The shutters w»fe lowered and o[)cn. The 
cold grey light of the early morning at this deadest 
season of the ^ear fell cheerlessly on the living-room ; 
in whicl^^r the greater safety of the house* he had 
insisted on posing the night. Anne, whose daily task it 
was to open the shutters, had been down then : she must 
have been down, or whence the pile Af fresh cones and 
splinters that crackled, and spirted flame about the 
turned log. Perhaps it was^her mother’s cry that had 
roused him ; and she had re-ascended to her room. 

He strode to the staircase door, opened it softly and 
listened. No* all was silent above ; and then a new 
notion struck him, and he glanced round. Her hood 
was gone. It was not on the table on wh |q j| he had 
seen it last night ^ 

It was so unlikely, however, that she had gone out 

871 



THE LONG NIGHT 


272 

without telling him, that h4 dismissed the notion ; and, 
scfincthing recovered ffom the stftlnge agitation into 
which the cry had cast him, he yawned He returned to 
the hearth and knelt and re-arranged the^ sticks so that 
thcbair might have freer access to the fire. Presently he 
would draw the water for her, and fill the great kettle, 
and sweeps^he floor. The future might be gloomy, the 
prospect mighUJower, but the present was not without 
its pleasures. ^ “ 

All his life his slowness to guess the truth on this 
occasion was a puzzle to him. For the materials were, 
his. Slowly, gradually, •‘as he crouched sleepily before 
the fire, it grew upon him that there was a noise in the 
air ; a confused sound, not of one cry, but of many, that 
came from the street, from the rampart. A noise, now 
swelling a little, now sinking a little, that seemed as he 
listened not so distant as it had sounded a while ago. 
Not distant at all, indeed ; quite close — wqw ! A sound 
of rushing water, rather Goothing ; or, as it swelled, a 
sound of a crowd, a gibing, -mocking crowd. Yes, a 
crowd. And then in one instaht the change was wrought ' 

He was on his feet ; he was .at the door. He, who a 
moment* before had nodded over the fire, wik^jhing the 
flames grow, was transformed in five seconds into a 
furious man, tugging at the door, wrestling madly with 
the unyielding oak. Wrestling, and still the noise rose! 
And still he strained in vain, back and sinew, strained 
until with a cry of despair he found that he could not win. 
The door was locked, the key was gone 1 He^^as a 
prisoner ! 

And still the noise that maddened him, rose. He 
sprang to the right-hand window, the window nearest 
the con^|;>Dj»on. He tore, open a panel of the small 
leaded panes, and thrust his head between the bars. He 
saw a crowd ; for an instant, m the heart of the crowd 
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and rais^ above it, he saw aif uplifted arm and a white 
woman’s .&ce flrom wfffch t>Iood ^as ftowingf. He dreif 
in his^h^d, and laid his hands to one of the bars and 
flung his weighj this way and that, flung it desperately, 
heedless of injury. But in vain. The lead that solderfd 
the bar into the strong stone mullion held, and would 
have held against the strength of four. heaving 

breast, and hands from which the blood was starting, he 
stood back, gljfted round him, th^n^with a cry flung him- 
self upon the other window, tore it open and seized a bar 
•w-the middle one of the three. It was loose he remem- 
bered. God ! why had he not thotight of it before ? Why 
had he wasted time ? 

He wasted no more, with those shouts of cruel glee in 
his ears. The bar came out in his hands. He thrust 
himself feet first through the aperture. Slight as he 
was, it was small for him, and he stuck fast at the hips, 
and had to 4ii ri f on his side. The rough edges of the 
bars scraped the skin, but he was through, and had 
dropped to his feet, the bjir which he had plucked out 
still in his hands. For a fraction of a second, as he 
alighted, hi^yes took in the crowd, and the girl at bay 
against thtf^all. She was raised a little abdvc Tier tor- 
mentors by the steps on which she had taken refuge. ' 

On one side her hair hung loose^ and the check 
beneath it was cut and bleeding,, giving her a piteous 
®hd tragic aspect. Four out of five of her assailants 
were women ; one of these had torn her face with her 
nails. 'IStreaks of mud were mingled with the blood 
which ran down her neck ; and even as Claude re- 
covered himself after the drop from the window, a 
missile^ eluding the bent arm with which she strove to 
shUd her face, struck and bespattered her thrA where 
tile collar of her frock had been tom open — perhaps by 
the MQie rough clutch which had dragged down her 

i8 
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hai|. The ring about h^r — like all crowds in the be- 
^nning — wfere strangely silent ; but a yell of derision 
greeted this success, and a stone flew, narrowly missing 
her, and another, and another. A wo^pan, holding a 
h^vy Bible after the fashion of a shield, was stooping 
and striking at her knees with a stick, striving to bring 
her to th^ ground ; and with the cruel laughter that 
hailed the hags’s ungainly efforts were mingled other 
and more ugly souycfs, low curses, eiS^crations, and 
always one fatal word, “Witch! Witch!” — fatal word 
spat at her by writhing mouths, hissed at her by palp 
lips, tossed broadcast *'on the cold morning wind, to 
breed wherever it flew fear and hate and suspicion. 
For, even while they mocked her they feared her, and 
shielded themselves against her power with signs and 
crossings and the Holy Book. 

To all, curse and blow and threat, she had only one 
word. Striving patiently to shield hef'*f®''e, “Let me’ 
go 1 ” she wailed pitifully. “ Let me go I Let me go ! " 
Strange to say, she cried ev^n that but softly ; as who 
should say, “ If you will not, kill me ^quietly, kill me* 
without noise ! ” Ay, even then, with the bjood running 
down her face, and with those eyes more cruefSihan men’s 
eyes hemming her in, she was thinking ®f the mother 
whom she had sheltered so long. 

" Let me go ! Let tne go ! ” she repeated. 

“ Witch, you shall go ! ” they answered ruthlessly. “To 
hell I ” 

“ Ay, with her dam ! x o me water with her ! To the 
water 1 ” ^ i 

“Look for the devil’s mark! Search her I Again, 
Martha ! Bring her down ! Bring her down, and we’ll 
soon se^wk ether ” 

Then he reached them. The man, one of the few 
present, who had bidden thern search her fell headlong 
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on his face In the gutter, struck behind as by a thunder- 
bolt. The great Bible fle^ one way, the ha^s stick fle^ 
another — and in its flight felled a second woman. In a 
twinkling Clause was on the steps, and in the heart of 
the crowd stood two people, not one ; in a twinkling kis 
arm was round the girl, his pale, furious face confronted 
her tormentors, his blazing eyes beat down then s ! More 
than all, his iron bar, brandished recklessJy this way and 
that, threaten^ the brains of the *nr\ 3 n or the woman who 
was bold enough to withstand him. 

• For he was beside himself with rage. He learned in 
that moment that he was of thosd who fight with joy and 
rejoicing, and laugh where others shake. The sight of 
that white, bleeding face, of that hanging hair, of that 
suppliant arm, above all, the sound of that patient “ Let 
me go ! Let me go ! ” that expected nothing and hoped 
nothing, had turned his blood to fire. The more numerous 
his opponeskf '— if they were men — the better he would be 
pleased ; and if they were womfen, such women, unsexed 
by hate and superstition, ^ he saw before him, women 
looking a milliot^fold more like witches than the girl they 
accused, the ^orse for them ! His arm would not falter ! 

It seens*19 of steel indeed. The bar quivered like a 
reed in his grisp, his eyes darted hither and thither, he 
stood an inch taller than at other times.. He was like the 
war-horse that sniffs the battle. . 

And yet he was cool after a fashion. He must get 
her home, and to do so he must not lose a moment. The 
vantage of the steps on which they stood, raised a hand’s 
breath above tbeir assailants, was a thing to bj weighed ; 
but it would not serve them if these cursed women 
mustered, and the cowardly crew before him throve to a 
mob. He must home with her. But tift: ’^Sfcor was 
locked, and she could onl^ go in as he had come out. 
Still, she must go- 
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^ He thought all this between one stride and ^nother— 
and other tfioughts thick as leaves falling in a wind. 
Then, “ Fools 1 ” he thundered, and had her down the 
steps, and was dragging her towards h^r door before 
th^ awoke from their surprise, or thought of attacking 
him. The woman with the big Bible had had her fill — 
though he had not struck her but her stick — and sat where 
she had fallen 'In the mud. The other woman hugged 
herself in pain. The* man was in no hfery to be up, 
having once felt Claude’s knee in the small of his back. 
For a few seconds no one moved ; and when they re« 
covered themselves he *was half-way to the Royaumes’ 
door. 

They snatched up mud, then, and flung it after the pair 
with shrill execrations. And the woman who had picked 
up the stick hurled it in a frenzy after them, but wide of 
the mark. A dozen stones fell round them, and the cry 
of “The Witch! The Witch!” — cry *so^ :minous, so 
cruel, cry fraught with dea*th for so many poor creatures — 
followed hard on them. But* they were within five paces 
of the door now, and if he could lift her to,the window 

“ The key,” she murmured irr his ear. “ "Oie key is in 
the lock ! ” * 

She had her wits, too, then, and her courage ! He 'felt 
a glow of pride, hjs arm pressed her more closely to him. 
“ Unlock it ! ” he answered, and leaving her to it, having 
now no fear that she would faint or fall, he turned on the 
rabble with his bar. 

But they were for words, not blows, a rabble of cowards 
and womeq. They turned tail with screams and fled to 
a distance, more than one falling in the sudden volte-face. 
He made no attempt to pursue them along the rampart, 
but loolllll l^hind him, and found that she had opened 
the door. She had taken out^the key, and was waiting 
for him to enter. 
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He went up the steps, entered, and she closed the ^oor 
quickly. ^It shut out in ft moment the hodtings of tlfe 
returning women. While she locked it on the inside, hp 
raised the bars and slid them into their places. Then, not 
till then, he turned to her. 

Her face averted, she was staunching the blood which 
trickled from her cheek. “ It was the child’s mother ! ” 
she faltered, a sob in her voice. “ I went to her. I 
thought — thal^she would believd ^ Get me some water, 
please ! I must go upstairs. My mother will be 
lightened.” 

He was astonished : on fire hhnself, with every pulse 
beating madly, he was prepared for her to faint, to fall, 
to fling herself into his arms in gratitude; prepared for 
everything but this self-forgetfulness. “Water?” he 
said doubtfully, “but had you not better — take some 
wine, Anne?” 

"To wa.sh » ' To wash!” she replied sharply, almost 
angrily. " How can I go to her in this state ? And do 
you shut the shutters.” 

A stone had that moment passed through a pane of one 
of the wind<^s. The rout of women were gathering be- 
fore the h^jise ; the step she advised was plainly necessary. 
Fortunately the Royaumes’ house, like all in the Corra- 
terie — which formed an inner line of defence pierced by 
the Tertasse gate — had outside shatters of massive thick- 
ness, capable of being lowered from within. He closed 
these in haste and found, whesi he turned from the task 
and looked for her — a small round hole in each shutter 
made things dimly visible — that she was gone to soothe 
her mother. 

He could not but love her the more for it. He could 
not but respect her the more for her cou{iftg‘>%for her 
thoughtfulness, her self-denial. But when the heart is 
full would unl>urdej^ itself, when the brain twms 
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witl^ pent-up thoughts, wnen the excitement of action 
Ad of peril Vanes and*the miird would fain telf'and hear 
and compare and remember — then to be alone, to be 
solitary, is to sink below one’s self. 

f'or a time, while his pulses still beat Jiigh,^ while the 
heat of battle still wrought in him, and the noise with- 
out continued, and there seemed a prospect of things to 
be done, he st^^d up against this. Thump ! Thump ! 
They were stoning the i^hutters. I^et theiij ! He placed 
the settle across the hearth, and in this way cut off the 
firelight that might have betrayed those in the room tQ 
eyes peeping througli the holes. By-and-by the shrill 
vixenish cries rose louder, he caught the sound of voices 
in altercation, and of hoarse orders ; and slowly and 
reluctantly the babel seemed to pass away. An anxious 
moment followed : fearfully he listened for the knock of 
the law, the official summons which must make all his 
efforts useless. But it did not come. • 

It was when the silence which ensued had lasted some 
minutes that the strangenesi^ and aloofness of his posi- 
tion in this darkened room began to wei^h on his spirits. * 
Ilis c}^cs had adapted themselves to the g^om, and he 
i could iTfake out the shapes of the furniture.^ ^ut it was 
morning ! It was day 1 Outside, the city v.^as beginning 
to go about its ordinar}’ work, its ordinary life. The 
streets were filling, th<j classes were mustering. And he 
sat here in tlic dark ! The longer he stared into the 
strange, depressing gloom, the farther he seemed from 
life ; the more solitary, the more hopeless, the more 
ominous seemed the position. , 

Alone with two women whom the worst of fates 
threatened ! Whose pains and ultimate lot the brawl 
in whiqjlMi^ had taken part foreshadowed too clearly. 
For thus and with as little cause perished in those days 
thousands of the helpless and tlie friendless. Alone with 
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these two, under the roof from which all others had 
fled, barf'ed with them behind the gloomy «hutter^until 
the hour came, and their fellows, shuddering, cast them 
out — what chance had he of escaping their lot ? 

Or wh&t dCsire to escape it? None, he told himself. , 
None ! But he who fights best when blows arc to be 
struck and things can be done finds it hard to sit still 
where it is the inevitable that must be faced. And while 
Claude told Jjimself that he hack no desire to escape, 
escape for her was impossible, his Aind sought desperately 
the means of saving all. The frontier lay but a league 
away. Conceivably thc}' migly; lower themselves from 
the wall by night ; conceivably his strengtJi might avail 
to carry her mother to the frontier. Hut, alas ! the crime 
of witchcraft knew no frontier; llu* rej)utati()n of a witch 
once thrown abroad, flew fast as the s\\ iftest horse. Be- 
fore they had been three days in Savo>', the women 
would be r eported, seized and examined ; and their fate 
at Faucigny or Bonneville wguld lx* no less tragic than 
in the Bourg du Four of»(lcneva. 

Yet, something must bt done, something could surely 
be done. Bflt vvhat?^ The bravest caught in a net 
struggles '/Se most desperate!}', and inv(^lvtws 4tiinself tlni, 
most h^pclgssly. And Claude lek himself cauglit in a 
net. He felt the deadly meshes cling about his limbs, 
the ropes fetter and benumb him. i'roin the sunshine 
of youth, from freedom, from a life without carer, he had 
passed in a few days into l^ie grip of this aimyK^]^ this 
dire necessity, this dark anlc-chambc r of death Was it 
wonderful tjiat for a moment, recognising the sacrifice he 
was called upon to make and its incfficac^' to save, he 
rebelled against the love that had <lrawn him to tin's fate, 
that had led him to this, that in others* e;^cs^id ruined 
him? Ay, but for a moment only. Then with a heart 
bursting with pity for^her, with love for her, he was 
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himself. If it must be, it must be. The prospect was 
dai'k^ the r6om in whlth he stood, confined an^ stifling, 
sordid and shameful ; the end one which would make his 
name a marvel and an astonishment. But the prospect 
and the end were hers too ; they would lace them to- 
gether. Haply he might spare her some one pang, haply 
he might give her some one moment of happiness, the 
support of one aj, least who knew her pure and spotless. 
^And while he thought of it — surprise of surprises — ^he 
bowed his head on his folded arms and wept. 

Not in pity for himself, but for her. It was the thought ,, 
of her gentleness, her loving nature, her harmlessness — 
and the end this, tlie reward this — which overcame him ; 
which swelled his breast until only tears could relieve it. 
He saw her as a dove struggling in cruel hands ; and 
the pity which, had there been chance or hope, or any 
to smite, would have been rage, could find no, other outlet 
He wept like a woman ; but it was for hef, , . 

And she, who had descended unheard, and stood even 
now at the door, with a something almost divine in 


her face — a something that \9&s neither love nor com- 
passion, maid’s fancy nor mother’s care, but^ mingling 
j'f all these; saw. And her heart bled for hin^ ^er arms 
in fancy went round him, in fancy his head«was on her 
breast, she comforted him. She, who a moment before 


had almost sunk down on the stairs, worn out by her 
sufferings and the strain of hiding them from her mother’s 
eyes, forgot her weakness iij_ thought for him. 

She had no contempt for his tears. She had seen him 
stand between herself and her tormentors, she had seen the 
flash of his ej c, heard his voice, knew him brave. But the 
fate, for which long thought and hours on her knees had 
prepared^^r-j. -so that it seemed but a black and bitter 
passage with peace beyond — appalled her for him ; and 
might well appal him. The courage of men is active, of 
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women passive ; with a woman’s instinct she Tcnew this, 
allowed ^or it, and allowi^, too,*for another thing— that 
he was fasting. 

When he looked up, startled by the tinkle of pewter 
and the Aistl^ of her skirt, she was kneeling between the 
settle and the fire, preparing food. He flattered himself 
that in the dark she had not seen him, and when he had 
regained his self-control he stepped tg the settle-back 
and looked over it. 

“ You did not see me ? he saic 

She did not answer at once, but finished what she was 
doing. Then she stood up aiid handed him a bowl. 
“The bread is on the tabic/' she said, indicating it. She 
was a woman, and, dark as it was, she kc]>t the disfigured 
cheek turned from him. 

He would have replied, but she made a sign to him to 
eat, and, seating herself on a stool in tlie corner with her 
plate on her lap, she set him an example. Apart from 
her weary attitude, and the drpop of her head, he might 
have deemed the scene ^n which they liad taken part 
a figment of his brain. Hlit round them was the gloom 
of the closed foom ! , 

“You dia^not see me?” he repeated presoirriy. 

She sfood^up. “ I would I had never seen > 011 ! " she 
cried; and her anguished tone bore; witness to the truth 
of her words. “ It is the worst, it is tht: bitterest thing of 
all I of all I ” she repeated. The s*ettlc was between them, 
and she rested her hands on yic back of it. lie stooped, 
and, in the darkness, covered them with kisses, while his 
breast heaved with the swell of the storm which her 
entrance had cut short, “For all but tJiaf I was pre- 
pared,” she continued ; “ I was ready. I have seen for 
weeks the hopelessness of it, the ccrtain^cnii^thc fate 
before us. I have counted the cost, and I have learned 
to look beyond for — fO|’' all wc desire. It is a .sharp 
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pass^e, and peace. But you — ^ner voice rested on the 
sam^ragic ifote of morfotony— *“are outside the%um, and 
spoil all. A little suffering will kill my mother, a little, 
a very little fear. I doubt if she will live to be taken 
hence. And I — I can suffer. I have known cill, I have 
foreseen all — long ! I have learned to think of it, and 
I can learn by God’s help to bear it ! And in a little 
while, a very little while, it will be over, and I shall be 
^at rest. But you — you, my love ” ^ 

Her voice broke, her head sunk forward. His lips met 
hers in a first kiss ; a kiss, salted by the tears that ran, 
unchecked down his faca. For a long minute there was 
silence in the room, a silence broken only by the low, 
inarticulate murmur of his love — love whispered brokenly 
on her tear- wet lips, on her cold, closed eyelids. She 
made no attempt to withdraw her face, and presently 
the murmur grew to words of defiance, of love that 
mocked at peril, mocked at shame, mdckejj^/jt death, 
having assurance of its c».vn, having assurance of her. 

They fell on her ears as warm thaw-rain on frozen 
sward ; and slowly into the plllor of her face, the white- 
ness of her closed eyelids, crept n. tender blu^. Strange 
for iriW brief moments they were hap^ ^strange, 
proof marvellous of the dominance of the iyner life over 
the outer, of love over death. 

“ My love, my Ibve ! ” 

" Again ! ” — he murinured. 

“ My love, my love ! ” , 

But at length she came to herself, she remembered. 
“ You will go ? ” she said. She put him /tjorn her and 
held him fbndly at arm’s length, her hands on his 
shoulders. “ You will go? It is all you can do for me. 
You wil^pp §'id live ?.” 

“ Without you ? ” 

“ Yes. Better, a hundred timfs better so— for me,” 
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^ And for me ? Why may 1 not save you and her ? ** 
It i^mpossible ! ” 

Nothing is impossible to love,” he answered. ** The 
nights are long, the wall is not too high ! No wall is too 
high for fcvet It is but a league to the frontier, and I 
am strong.” 

“Who would receive us?” she asked sadly. “Who 
would shelter us? In Savoj% if we were not held for 
sorcery, we ^ould be delivered •to the Inquisition.” 

“ We migiu gain friends ? ” 

^ “ With what? No,” she continued, her hands cleaving 

more tightly to him ; “j'ou miist go, dear love! Dear 
love ! You must go ! It is all you can do for me, and it 
IS much ! Oh, indeed, it is much ! It is v^ery much ! ” 

• He drew her to him as near as the settle^ would permit, 
until she was kneeling on it, and in spite of her faint 
resistance he could look into hc*r eyes. “ Were you in 
my gl^cCi wouM you leave nu*?” he asked, 

“Yes,” she lied bnively, “ I .woukl.” 

But the flash of rcsentinent in her e\'cs gave' lu'r voice 
the lie, and he laughed joj^fulh'. “ ’S'ou would not !” he 
said. “ Yoy \\*ould not jeave me on this side of death ! ” 

She tried to protest. 

“Nor^ will I you,” he continued, stopping her mouth 
with fresh kisses. “Nor will I jajii till death! Did 
you think me a coward?” lie heht Ik r from him and 
looked into her reproachful eyes. * “ ( )r a 'I'issot ? Tissot 
left you. Or Louis Gentilis?” 

But she made him know that lie was none of these in 
a way that satisfied him ; and a moment later her mother's 
voice called her from the room. He ihougWt, having no 
experience of a woman's will, that he liad done with that ; 
and in her absence he betook himself to^xa/uining the 
defences of the house. He replaced tlie bar^vhich he 
had wrested from the window ; wedging it into its socket 
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with a morsel or two of molten lead. The windows of 
the tfedroom&, his own*and Louis’, looked intoH narrow 
lane, the Rue de la Cit^, that ran at the back of the 
Corraterie in a line with the ramparts ; but not only were 
they almost too small to permit the pass^e *6f a full- 
grofvn man, they were strongly barred. Against such a 
rabble, as had assaulted Anne, or even a more formidable 
mob, the house ^as secure. But if the law intervened 
neither bar nor bolt could save them. 

He fell to thinking of this, and stood, arrested in the 
middle of the darkened room that, as the hours went by, 
was beginning to take on a familiar look. The day was 
passing, all without remained quiet, nothing had hap- 
pened. Was it possible that nothing would happen? 
Was it possible that the girl through long brooding 
exaggerated the peril? And that the worst to be feared 
was such an outbreak as had occurred that morning? 
Such an outbreak as might not take plate a gain since 
mobs were fickle things. . 

He dwelt a while on this more hopeful view of things. 
Then he recalled Basterga’s flireats, the Syndic’s face, 
the departure of Louis and Grio; and his’he^rt sank as 
Igad sinks,- JI'lic rumour so quickly spread — what 
mnts, what innuendoes, what cunning inquiries, what 
references to the old, invisible, bedridden woman, he 
could but guess — Chat rumour bore witness to a malice 
and a thirst for revenge which were not likely to stop 
at words. And Louis’ fligh^P And Grio’s? And Bas- 
terga’s ? — for he did not return. To believe that all these, 
taken together, these and the outrage of Jlie morning, 
portended anything but danger, anything but the worst, 
demanded a hopefulness that even his youth and his love 
could not^myass. 

Yet wnSi she descended he met her with brave looks. 
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THE REMEDIUM. 

BLONDEL’S fhin lip.s were warraiif— to such of the world 
^ as had eyes to see — that in the ordinary things of life 
he would have been one of the last to put faith in a man 
ofBasterga’s stamp; and one of the first, had the case 
been other than his own, to laugh at the credulity he 
was displaying. He would have seen — no one more 
clearly — that, in making the bargain he had made, he 
was in the position of a drowning man who clutches at 
a sba^j not because he believes that the straw will 
support him, but because he has, no other hope, and is 
loth to sink. 

He would have seen, to?>, another thing, which indeed 
he did seedjmly. This, was that, talk as he might, make 
terms as he might, repeat as firmly as TTcTHtPrised, " Tl« 
remeditm fifst and then Geneva,” he would be forceji, 
when the time came to take the word for the deed. If 
he dared not trust Basterga, neither 'dared the .scholar 
trust him. Once safe, once snatched from the dark fate 
that scared him, he would lai^gh at the notion of betray- 
ing the city. He would snap his fingers in the I’aduan’s 
face; and Ij^sterga knew it. The scholar, therefore, 
dared not trust him ; and either there was lAi end of the 
matter or he must trust Basterga, must cat his own words, 
and, content with the possession of somethingi^ust wait 
for proof of its efficacy until the die was cast ! 

In his heart he knew this. He knew that on the 
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brinl^ of the extremity to which circumstances and 
Bftsterga wefe slowly pushing* him it might nit be in 
his power to check himself : that he must trust, whether 
he would or no, and where instinct bade him , place no 
tru|t. And this doubt, this suspicion that when all was 
done he might find himself tricked, and learn that for 
nothing he had given all, added immeasurably to the 
torment of his Piind ; to the misery of his reflections 
when he awoke in the' small hours and saw things 
coldly and clearly, and to the fever and suspense in 
which he passed his days. 

He clung to one thought and got what consolation 
he could from it ; a bitter and saturnine comfort it was. 
The thought was this : if it turned out that, after all, 
he had been tricked, he could but die ; and die he • 
must if he made no bargain. And to a dead man 
what matter was it what price he had paid that he 
might live ! What matter who won or wfio lost J^^^^eva, 
who lived, who died, who r/cre slaves, who free ! 

And again, the very easiness of the thing he was 
asked to do tempted him. It was a thing that to one 
in his position presented no difficulty and 5»carcely any 
■ dtingcr. Flc had but to withdraw the guards, or the 
3 "'atcr part of them, from a portion of the*wall, and -to 
stop on one pretext or another — the bitter cold of the 
wintry weather would avail — the rounds that at stated 
■inlcivals visited the various posts. That was all ; as 
a man of tried loyalty, int"usted with the safeguarding 
of the citj', and to whom the officer of the watch was 
answerable, he might make the necessary .A*rangements 
without incurring, even after the catastrophe, more than 
a passing odium, a breath of suspicion. 

And 4|i^ud\'chon and Petitot? He tasted, when he 
thought of them, the only moments of comfort, of 
pleasure, of ease, that fell to his lot throughout these 
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days. They would thwart him no more. Petty \^rms, 
whose ^^ion went no fanther thin the waifs of the cify, 
he would have done with them when the flag of Savoy 
fluttered above St. Pierre ; and when for the confines of 
a petty clntofi was substituted, for tliose who had ^es < 
to see and courage to adapt themselves, the wide horizon 
of the Italian Kingdom. When he Ihoiiglit of them — 
and then only — he warmed to the task^>crorc him ; then 
only he could think of it wilhefut a shiver anti witho^ 
distaste. And not the less because on that side, in their 
suspicion, in their grudging jealousy, in their unwinking 
integrity, lay the one difficult}’. 

A difficulty exasperated by the insult that, in a moment 
of bitter disappointment, he had flung in llaudichoifs 
face. That hasty word had revealt’d to tlu? speaker a 
lack of self-control that terrified him, mvn as it had re- 
vealed to Baudichon a glimpse of somi‘lhing imdcu'iieath 
the Fourth S}’hdic's dry exterior that iniglit well set a 
mar^lTinking as well as talking., This matter Iflondel 
saw plainly he must dc^rf with at once, or it iniglit do 
harm. To absent himself from the next da}’’s council 
might roll a ’storm be^’ond his pow er to weallier, or 
short of that might giv'c rise at a later "pc^ToTi to a da.^'. 
Sfcrous iffiiouyt of gossip and conjecture. 

He was early at the meeting, therefore, but to his 
jurprise found it in session before the"* hour. This, and 
:he fact that the hubbub of voices and discussion- 
down at his entrance — died^down and was succeeded 
by a chilling silence — jnit him on his guard. lie had 
not come unprepared for opposition ; to meet it he had 
wound himself to a pitch, telling himself tlfat after this 
all would be easy ; that he had this one peril to face, 
this one obstacle to surmount, and havi'Ag I'^cecdcd 
might rest Nevertheless, as he passed up the Great 
Council Chamber amid ^ that silence, and met strange 
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look^on faces which were wont to smile, his courage for 
ofte moment even in* that familiar scene — c^science 
makes cowards of all — wavered. His smile grew sickly, 
his nerves seemed suddenly unstrung, his knees shook 
under him. It was a dreadful instant of physical weak- 
ness, of mental terror, under the eyes of all. To himself, 
he seemed to stand still ; to be self-betrayed, self-con- 
victed ! ,, i 

Then — and so brief was the moment of weakness no 
eye detected it — he moved on to his place, and with his 
usual coolness took his scat. He looked round, 

“ You are early,” he said, ignoring the glances, hostile 
or doubtful, that met his gaze. “ The hour has barely 
struck, 1 believe?” 

“ We were of opinion,” Fabri answered, with a dry 
cough, “ that minutes were of value.” 

« Ah ! ” 

" That not even one must be lost, Mtsser Blondel ! ” 
“In doing?" Iilonc]l,el asked in a negligent tone, well 
calculated to annoy those who were eager in the matter. 
“In doing what, if I may ask !* ” 

“In doing, Messer Syndic,” Bctitot answered sharply, 
it'ihat whictT'Snould have been done a week ago ; and 
bet;ter still a fortnight ago. In issuing a wgrraAt for the 
arrest of the person whose name has been several times 
in question here.’" 

• If**- iVJiJesser Basterga ? 

“The same/’ , 

“You may save yourselves the trouble,” the Syndic 
replied, with a little contempt. “The wa^j^nt has been 
issued. It'was issued yesterday, and would have been 
executed in the afternoon, if he had not got wind of it, 
and leQpf*ihe^cown. And on this let me say one more 
word,” Blondel continued, leaning forward and speaking 
in sudden heat, before any one c^uld take up the question. 
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“That word is this. If it had not been for the ijnpor- 
tunity of some who are«here, thb warrant liad not bdbn 
issued, the man had still been within the walls, and we 
had been able still to trace his plans 1 We had not been 
as we n(#w *e, and as I foretold we should be, in^the 
dark, ignorant from which quarter the blow may fall, 
and not a whit the wiser for the hint given us.” 

“ You have let him escajx: ! ” "JIic words were 
Petitot’s. 

“I? No. I have not let Jiim'escapc, but those who 
forced my hand ! ” Blondcl retorted in passion, so real, 
or so well simulated, that it swopt away thi* majority of 
his listeners. " They have let him escape! Those who 
had no patience or craft ! Those whose only notion of 
statesmanship, whose only method of making use of the 
document we had under our hand was to tear it up. 
Only yesterday morning I was with him ” 

“Ay?” Baudichon cried, his eyes glowing with dull 
passion. “You were with him! , .And he went in the 
afternoon! Mark that!*’ He turned quickly to his 
• fellows. “ He went in tlte afternoon ! Now, I would 
like to knoy- -* ” , 

Blondel stood up. “Whether I am ^T;raitor? ” He 
said, in^ tqjie of fury ; and he extended his arig^jfiu* 
protest, “Whether I am in league with this Italian, I, 
Philibert Blondcl of Geneva ? That *is what you ask, 
what you wish to know I Whether I sought him 
day in the hope of worming^his secrets from him, and 
doing what I could for the benefit of the .State in a matter 
too delicate Ap be left to underlings ? Or went there, 
one with hin^ to betray my countiy ? To sfcll the Free 
City? That — that is what you ask ?" 

His passion was full, overpowering, cAivi ^|ng ; so 
convincing— ‘it almost stopped his speech — that he be- 
lieved in it himself, so convincing that it swept away all 

" *9 
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but Us steacjy and professed opponents. “ No, no ! ” 
cried a dozen voices, in tones that reflected his*fndigna- 
tion. “ No, no ! Shame ! ” 

“ No ? ” Blondel took up the word, his e^es sparkling, 
his fidust complexion heated and full of fire. ^ But it is 
— yes, they say ! Yes, they say whom you have to thank 
if we have lost our clue, they who met me going to him 
but yesterday ar.d threatened me ! Threatened me ! ” 
repeated, in a vojce" of astonishment., “Me, who 
desired only, sought only, was going only to do my duty ! 

I used, I admit the fault,” he allowed his voice to drop , 
to a tone more like hiS own, “words on that occasion 
that I now regret. But is blood water ? Does no man 
besides Councillor Baudichon love his country ? Is the 
suspicion, the open suspicion of such an one, no insult, 
that he must cavil if he be repaid in insult ? I have 
given my proofs. If any man can be trusted to sound 
the enemy, it is I ! But I have done? Had Mpsser 
Baudichon not pressed inc to issue the warrant, not 
driven me beyond my patiendc, it had not been issued 
yesterday. It had been in the office, and the man within 
the walls! ^v.^nd not only \\ ithin the wr 11s, but fresh 
from a conference with the Sicur d’Albigny, primed with 
“nf.! •■e need to know, and in doubt by which^side he could 
most profit ! ” 

“ It was about that you saw him ? ” Petitot said slowly, 
nis eyes fixed like gimlets to the other’s face. 

“ It was about that I saw him,” Blondel answered 
“ And 1 think in a few hours more I had won him. But 
in the street he had some secret word or,^varning ; for 
when I handed the warrant — against my better sense — to 
the officers, they, who had never lost sight of him between 
gate a^*' gate, answered that he had crossed the bridge 
and left the town an hour before. Mon Dieu ! ” — ^he 
struck his two hands tt^ether.and snapped his teeth — 
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“whenj think how foolish I was to be l>vcr-ridtlc% I 
could — I could say more, Messer Baudichon*’ — with a 
saturnine look — than I said yesterday ! ** 

“ At ariy r^te the bird is flown ! Baudichon replied, ^ 
with sullen temper “ That is certain ! And it wa^you 
who were set to. catch him ! ** 

“But it was not I who scared him/’ Blonde! rejoined. 

“ I don’t know what you wonJd havcf had of him ! ” 

“Oh, I see that plainly enough,” said Fabri. lic^ftis 
an honest man, without prejudice, and long the peace- 
maker between the two parties. 

“ I thank you,” Blondel replied dryly. “ But, by your 
leave, I will make it clear to Messer Baudichon also, who 
will doubtless like to know. I would have had of Iiim 
the time and place and circumstance of tlie attack, if such 
bein preparation. And then, when I knew all, I would 
have made diijpositions, not only to safeguard the city, 
bul*Co give the enemy such a reception that Italy should 
ring with it ! Ay, and si^ch as shbuld put an end for the 
rest of our lives to these l»eacherous attacks ! ” 

The picture which he drew thus briefly of a millennium 
of .safety, cBarmcd not *only his ownniVA^^i-ents, but^all 
who wc®5 neutral, all who wavered. They saw bow casiK^ 
the thing nfight have been done, how complctcry me 
treacherous blow might have been pairied and returned. 
Veering about they eyed Baudichon, on whom 
of the lost opportunity seemed to rest, with resentment 
— as an honest man, but a siftiplcton, a dullard, a block ! 
And when Blondel added, after a pause, ** But there, I 
have done! |The office of Fourth Syndic I icavc to you 
to fill,” they barely allowed him to finish. 

“No! No!” came from almost all moi^hs.^d from 
every part of the council table. ^ 

“ No,” Fabri said, when silence was made. “ There is no 
provisiAi for a change, unless a definite accusation be laid.” 

19 • 
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f Btft Messer Baudichon may have one to maKe,” 
Blondel said proudly. “In that case, let hintT^speak.” 

Baudichon breathed hard, and seemed to be on the 
point of pouring forth a torrent of words. ^ But he said 
nothing. Instinct told him that his enemy was not to 
be trusted, but he had the wit to discern that Blondel 
had forestalled him, and had drawn .the sting from his 
charges. He coulfi: have wept in dull, honest indignation ; 
but for accusations, he fsaw that the other held the game, 
and he was silent. “ Fat hog ! “ the man had called him. 
“ Fat hog ! ” A tear gathered slowly in his eye as he 
recalled it. ' 

Fabri gave him time to speak ; and then with evident 
relief, “ He has none to make, I am sure,” he said. 

“Let him understand, then,” Blondel replied firmly, 
“ let all understand, that while I will do my duty I am 
no longer in the position to guard against sudden strokes, 
in which I should have been, had I been allowed .to. go 
my own way. If a misfortune happen, it is not on me 
the blame must rest.” He spoke solemnly, laughing in 
his sleeve at the cleverness with which ,he was turning 
hij5 enemy’s against him.’ “ All that^man cem do 

in the dark shall be done,” he continued. “ Ajid I do 
nOt*-d am free to confess that — anticip^e anything 
while the negotiations with the President Rochette are 
in p rogres.s.” 

“ No, it is when they are broken off, they will fall back 
on the other plan,” one of the councillors said %vith an 
air of much wisdom. 

“I think, that is so. Nor do I think ^at anything 
will be done during the present .severe weather." 

“ Thw like it no better than we do 1 " 

“Bulriie roads are good in this frost,” Fabri said. 
“ If it be a question of moving guns or wagons ” 

“But it is not, by your leavf., Messer Fabri, I am 
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informed,” the man who had spoken before objected;' 
suppoAhig his opinioi> simpljT because ne had voited 
it, a thing seen every day in such assemblies. Fabri 
replied on him in the other sense : and presently Blondcl 
had thc^satTsfaction of listening to a discussion in which« 
the one party said a dozen things that he saw woufd be 
of use to him — some day. 

One only said not a word, and thqj: was Petitot. He 
listened to all with a puzzled look. He resented the 
insult whicli Blondel had flung at his friend Baudiclion, 
but he saw all going against them, and no chance of 
redress ; nay, capital was being made out of that which 
should have been a disadvantage. Worst of all, he was 
uneasy, fancying — he was very shrewd — that he caught 
a glimpse, under the I'ourth Syndic’.s manner, of another 
man : that he detected signs of emotion, a feverishness 
and imperiousness not quite explained by the circum- 
stances. 

got the notion from this that the I'ourth Syndic 
had learned more from-Basterga th.ui he had disclosed. 
His notion, even so, wen*^ no further than the suspicion 
that Blon<Jel*was hidijig knowledge out of a desire to 
reap all the glory. But he did not like it. ‘*II<?*^va3 
alwa)^ for .risking, for risking!” he thought. “ JT hi? «s 
another case of it. God grant it go well!" His wife, 
his children, his daughters, rose in a* picture before him, 
and he hated Blondel, who fiad none of thawypx 
would have put him to dci^h for running the tithe of a 
risk. 

When tWe council broke up, Fabri drew Blondel aside. 
"The bird^is flown, but what of the nest?” he asked.* 
" Has he left nothing ? ” 

"Between you and me," Blondel re^lied^nder his 
breath, as his eyes sought the other's, “ I hope to make 
him speak yet. But not a word I ” 
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“Ah!" 

‘4Not a woAi f But there is .just a chance. •*And it 
will be everything to us if I can induce him to speak." 

" I see that. But the house ? Could you not search 
it?" I 

“ That would be to scare him finally.” 

" You have made no perquisition there ? ” 

“ None. I have heard,” Blondel continueu, hesitating 
as if he had not quite made up his mind to speak, “ some 
things — strange things ' in respect to the house. But I 
will tell you more of that when I know more.” 

He was too clever to £\^ate that he held the house m 
suspicion for sorcery and kindred things. Charges such 
as that spread, he knew, upwards from the lower classes, 
not downwards to them. The poison, disseminated as 
he had known how to disseminate it, by hints and 
innuendoes dropped among his officers and ushers, was 
already in the air, and would do its work. "^Fabri, a man 
of sense, might laugh to-day, and to-morrow ; but the 
third day, when the report came to him from a dozen 
quarters, mainly by women’s moliths, he would not laugh. 
And presently he would shrug hjs shoulders^nd stand 
asid~, and leave* the matter in more earnest hands. 

Blondel dropped no more than that hint^ thditefore, 
and as he passed homeward applauded his discretion. 
He was proud of 'the turn things had taken at the 
elated by the* part he had played, and the 
proof he had given of his mastery, he felt able to carry 
anything through. His mind, leaping over the immediate 
future, pictured a wider theatre, in which ^tu’s powers 
would have full scope, and a larger stage o/i which he 
might aspire to play the first part. He saw himself not 
only wcailhy, but ennobled, the fount of honour, the 
favourite, and, in time, the master of princes. Such as he 
was to-day the Medicis had been, and many a^pther 
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whom the world held noble. He had but to live and tew 
darejUily to live and, to dare I Only hi ordeP tc^do 
the one he must — it was no choice of his — do the other I 
Before he was five minutes older he was reminded of 
the necfssity. At the door of his house the pains of the 
disease from which he sufiered— aggravated, perhaps, by* 
the excitement through which he had just passed, or 
by the cold of the weather — seized him with unusual vio- 
lence. He leant, pale and ;Umost lainting, against the 
door-jamb, 'unable at the mometft to do so much awaise 
the latch. The golden dreams in wliicli he had lost him- 
self by the way, the visions of ^lowcr and fame, vanished 
as he had so many times seen the after-glow vanish from 
the snow-peaks ; leaving only cold images of death and 
desolation. Presently, with an effort, he staggered within 
doors, poured out such medicine as he had, and, Ixtnt 
double and almost without breath, swallowed it ; and so, 
bv-and-by, a*wan and wild-eyed image of himself came 
oiit of the fit. 

He told himself in tvfter days*that it was that decitied 
him ; that but for that ^arp fit of pain and the pros|)cct 
of others ^ktf it, he would not have yielded to the temp- 
tation, no, not to be the Grand l^uke''s favourit^ not 
to b^ Minister of Sav'oy ! He ignored, in his hooking 
backward, the visions of glory and ambition fTT^which 
he had revelled. He saw himself on the rack, with life 
and immunity from pain drawing him one way.jjiejjros- 
pect of a miserable death the other ; anfl'he pleaded tiiaT 
no man would have dccidJd otherwise. After that ex- 
perience tke straw did not float, .so thin that he was not 
ready to g|asp it rather than die, rather than suffer again* 
Nor did the fact that the straw at that moment lay on 
the table beside him go for much. 

It did lie there. When he felt a littie .srwngcr and 
beg^ to look about him, he found a note at his elbow. 
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■•It was^a small^ common-looking letter, sealed with a B, 
that might signify Blond^l or Basterga, or, for th£*matter 
of that, Baudichon. He did not know the handwritings 
and he opened it idly, in the scorn of small things that 
rpain induced. ® 

had not read a line of the contents, before his 
countenance changed. The letter was from Basterga, 
and cunningly contrived. It gave him the directions he 
needed, yet it was so wordfed that even after the event it 
might pass for a trifling'communication from a physician. 
The place and the hour were specified — the latter so near 
that for a moment his cheek grew pale. On that ensued 
the part which interested him most ; but as the whole 
was brief, the whole may be givea 

“ Sir ” (here followed a cabalistic sign such as physicians 
were in the habit of using to impose on the vulgar). 
“ After paying a visit in the Corraterie, whpre I have an 
appointment on Saturday evening next between late and 
early, I will be with you. But the mixture with the 
necessary directions shall be sept to you twelve hours in 
advance, so that before my visit you may experience its 
good effects. As su''ely as the wrong potion fii the case 
you 'wot of deprived of reason,^ surely (as I hogg for 
salvatifiv) will this potion have the desired effect. 

“The Physician of Aleppo."/ 

„ iim“ SiV>*»r Jay next, between late and early 1 '' Blondel 
muttered, gazing at the wordj? with fascinated ej^s. “ It 
is for the day after to-morrow I The day after to- 
morrow I " And in his thoughts he passed ,^ain over 
the road he had travelled since his first visit to^ Bastetga’s 
room, since the hour when the scholar had unrolled before 
him the mjfp.of the towi> he called “ Aurelia," and had told 
him the story of I bn Jasher and the Physician of Aleppa 
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" No, ^ am not well,” he answered. He»sat, warmljr 
wrapped tip, in the high *chair in his parlour, his face so 
drawn with want of sleep that Captain Blandano of the 
city g^ard, who had come to take his orders, had no 
difficulty ill believing him. " I am not well,” he repealed 
peevishly. “It is the weather.” He had some soup be- 
fore him. Beside it stood a tiny phinl of medicine ; a phial 
strangely shaped and strange looking, acontaining some- 
thing not un^ke the green cordial gf the Carthusians.^ 

" It troubles me a good deal, too,” Blandano said. 

• “ There are seven men absent in the fourth ward. And 
two men, whose wives are urgent with me that they 
should have leave.” 

“ Leave ? ” the Syndic cried. ” Do they think naught ” 
— leaning forward in a passion — “of the safety of the 
city? If I were not ill, I would take service on the wall 
myself to set an example ! ” 

‘^here is no need of that," the Captain answered 
respectfully, “if I might have •perpiission to withdraw a 
few men from the wesp^i^c so as to fill the places on 
the" east **^ ” 

“Ay, ayl# 

“ From the Rhone side of the towi. - - 
“ From the*Corraterie ? That is least open to as^.ult" 
" Yes, from that part perhaps would be best,” Blandano 
assented, nodding. “Yes, I thinjc so. If I might do 
that, I think I could manage,” 

“Well, then doit,” Blondel^answercd. “And make a 
note that I assented to your suggestion to take them 
from the Coiraterie and put them on the lower part of 
the wall, A^er all, the nights are very bitter now, and 
there are limits. Do the men grumble much ? ” 

“It is as much as I can do to'make thenUgo the 
rounds,” Blandano answered. “ Some plead the weather ; 
and so^iH: argue that, wjth President Rochette, whose 
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wor<l)is as g^od as his bond, on the point oi coming to 
a*h agreement with us, the rounds are a farce ! ’* 

The Syndic shrugged his shoulders. “ Well ! ” he 
muttered, rubbing his chin and looking thoughtfully 
before him, “ we must not wear the men out * There is 
no moon now, is there ? “ 

“ No.” 

“ And the eneiyiy can attempt nothing without light,” 
Blondel continued, thinking aloud. “ See here, Blandano, 
we must not put too heavy a burden on our people. I 
see that As it is so cold, I think you may pass the ■ 
word to pretermit the* rounds to-night — save two. At 
what hours would you suggest ? ” 

Blandano considered his own comfort — as the other 
expected he would — and answered, “ Early and late, say 
an hour before midnight and an hour before dawn ”. 

“Then let be it as you suggest. But see” — with 
returning asperity — “ that those rounds go, and at ^eir 
hours. Let there be no ramissness. I will make a note,” 
he continued, “of the hours". An hour before 
midnight and an hour before dawn ”. ^ 

He extended hjis arm and drew the ink-bom towards 
hifn. Midway in the act, whether it was that his hand 
ihoq]^ ,by reason of his illness, or that he was in'^ hurry 
:o close an interview which tried him more severely than 
appeared, his sleeve caught the little phial of green water 
diat *.ood beside the soup on the table. It reeled an 
nstant on its edge, topplpd on its side, and rollipg, in 
)ne-tenth of the time it takes to tell the tale, to the verge 
)f the table — fell over. ,* 

Messer Blondel made a strange noise in his throat. 

But the Captain had seen what was happening. 
Dextejpisly lie caught the bottle in his huge palm, and 
with an air of modest achievement was going to set it 
on the table, when he saw that the Syndic hiii^ialfon 
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back 4^>his chair, his face ghastly. Bland^o wasjnore 
used to flftath in the held* than in the house ; and in % 
panic he took two steps towards the door to call for help. 
Before he could take a third, Blondcl gasped, and made 
an uncertein *movement with his hand, as if he would 
reassure him. 

Blandano returned and leant over him. “ You are 
ill, Messer Syndic,” he said anxiously. “ Let me call 
some one." 

The Syndic could not speak, out nc pointed to The 
table. And when Blandano, unable to make out what 
he wanted, and suspecting a stroke of a mortal disca.se, 
turned again to the door, persisting in his intention of 
getting aid, the Syndic found .strength to seize his sleeve, 
and almost instantly regained his sjicech. “ There 1 ” 
he gasped, “ there ! The phial ! Put it down ! ” 

Captain Blandano placed it on the table, wondering 
much. “ I waS afraid you were ill, Messer lilondel,” 
he said. 

“I was ill,” the.Jk^uM^ic answered; and he pu.shed 
ht3 l:hai? oack .so that no* part of him was in contact 
with the tal^e. He lopkcd at the little bottle with 
fascinatijd eyes, and slowly, as he looked, the coklUr 
returns to h^ face. “I — was ill,” he repeated, with a 
sigh that seemed to relieve his breast. ” I luul a 
fright!” 

” You thought it was broken ? ” Blandano said, vwndcr- . 
ing much, and looking in his turn at the phial. 

“Yes, I thought that it was broken. 1 am much 
obliged to y«5y. Much, very much obliged to you,” the 
Syndic repea|cd, with a deep sigh, his hand* still mov- 
ing nervously about his dress. Then, after a moment’s 
pause, “ Will you ring the bell ? ” hcisaid. 

The Captain, marvelling much, rang tiic hand-bell 
w|iichlf|son a neighbouring table, ile marvelled still 
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moreiwhen heard Messer Blondel order the servant 
tS place six bottles of his best tvine in a baskeflnd take 
them to the Captain’s lodging. 

Blandano stared. He knew the wine to be choice and 
vajuable ; and he eyed the tiny phial respecttilly, “ It 
Is something rare, I expect?” he said. 

The Syndic nodded. 

"And costly tpo, I doubt not?” with an admiring 
glance. 

"Costly?” Messer Blondel repeated tie word, and 
when he had done so turned on the other a look that « 
led the Captain to think that he was going to be ill 
again. Then, “It cost me-it will cost me ’’-again a 
spasm contorted the Syndic’s face-" I don’t know what 
it will not have cost me before it is paid for, Messer 
Blandano 1” 



CHAPTER XXII. 


TWO NAILS IN THE WA^-L. 

The long dly during whicli the lovers had drain<si a 
cup at once so sweet and .so bitter, and one of the two 
had felt alike the throb of pain ^nd the thrill of ki.sse! 5 , 
came to an end at last ; and without further incident. 
Encouraged by the respite— for who that is mortal does 
not hope against hope — they ventured on the following 
morning to lower the shutters, and tliis to a great extent 
restored the house to its normal as|x;ct. Anne would 
h^e gone so f?ir as to attend the morning preachitig at 
St Pierre, for it was Friday ; but her mother awoke low 
and nervous, the ytUiaacd not qiflt her side, and Claude 
fiia noTefl for the urgent dissuasions which he had 
prepared hi^nself to usg. 

The great^ir part of the day she renlfaine’d above skurs, 
busietPin thp petty offices, and moving to and fro— he 
could hear her tread — upon the errands of lovc*to see 
her in the midst of which might well ^lave confuted the 
slanders that crept abroad. Hut*thcrc were timoj in the, 
day when Madame Royaumc slept ; anri then, who can 
blame Anne, if she stole d8wn and sat hand in hand 
with Claud<?pn the settle, whispering .sometimes of those 
things of which lovers whisper, and will whisper to the" 
world's end^ but more often of the direr things before 
these two lovers, and so of faith apd hojfc an^the love 
that does not die. For the most part it wa^he who 
talked « She had so much to tell him of the Jong night- 
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mar% the nightmare of months, that had oppressed her ; 
A” her prayers, and fears and fits of terror; of l^asterga’s 
discovery of the secret and the cruel use he had made 
of it ; of the slow-growing resignation, the steadfast re- 
solve, the onward look to something, beyond iJhat which 
the world could do to her, that had come to be hers. 
With her face hidden on his breast she told him of 
her thoughts upon her knees, of the pain and obloquy 
through which, if the worst came, she knew she must 
pais, and of her trust that she would be able to bear 
them ; speaking in such terms, so simply, so bravely, and 
with so lofty a contemplation, that he who listened, and 
had been but a week before a young man as other young 
men, grew as he listened to another stature, and thought 
for himself thoughts that no man can have and remain 
as he was, before the tongues of fire touched his heart. 

And then again, once — but that was in the darkening 
of the I'riday evening when the wound in her chg^k 
burned and smarted and recalled the wretched moment 
of infliction — she showed him'wsctbfr sidej as if she 
would have him know that she was not all )ieroid 
Without warning, she broke down ; overcome by the 
prbspect of death, she clung to him, weeping and shud- 
dering. and begging him and imploring him to save her. 
To save her ! Only to save her ! At that sight and at 
those sounds, under the despairing grasp of her arms 
about his neck, the young man’s heart was red-hot ; his 
eyes burned. Vainly he held her closer and closer to 
him ; vainly he tried to comfort her. Vainly he shed 
tears of blood. He felt her writhe and shudder in his 
arms. 

And what could he do ? He strove to argue with her. 
He strqfs ' to show her that accusation of her mother, 
condemnation of her mother, dreadful as they must 
be to her, so dreadful that he scarcely dared speak of 

I V ■ ■ 
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them, need not involve her own condemnati(^n. She was 
young, Sf> blameless life, (and without enemies. Whait 
could any cast up against her, what adduce in proof of 
a charge so dark, so improbable, so abnormal ? 

For ana»ver*she touched the pulsing wound in her cheek. 

“ And this ? ” she said. " And the child thaf I 
killed?” — with a bitter laugh unlike her own. “If they 
say so much already, if they say that to-day, what will 
they say to-morrow? What will they say when they 
have heard ifer ravings ? Will it rfot be, the old and*the 
young, the witch and her brood — to the fire? To the 
fire?” 

The spasm that shook her as she spoke defied his 
efforts to soothe her. And how could he comfort her ? 
He knew the thing to be too likely, the argument too 
reasonable, as men reasoned then ; strange and foolish 
as their reasoning seems to us now. Hut what could he 
dg. What ? He who sat there alc'ne with her, a prisoner 
with her, witness to her agcyiy, scalded by her tears, 
tortured by her burning* with jiity, sorrow, in- 

aignafion' —what could he do to help her or save her ? 

He had vileJ thoughts, but none of them effectual ; 
the o'd .thoughts of defending the house, or of csc.'iifiing 
by ni^t ov«r the town wall ; and .some new ones. He 
weighed the possibility of Madame Royaume*s death 
before the arrest ; surely, then, he cduld save the girl, 
and they two, young, active and oT ordinary aspeot, might 
escape some whither ? Again, he thought of appealing to 
Beza, the ag^d divine, whom Geneva revered and Calvin- 
ism placed second only to Calvin. I le was a Frenchman, 
a man of cvlture and of noble birth ; he nnight stand 
above the common superstition, he might listen, discern, 
defend. But, alas, he was so old as»to be bcd-r^j^cn and 
almost childish. It was improbable, nay, it was most 
unlikel)^ that he could be induced to interfere. 
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All these thoughts Anne drove out of his head by 
hogging him, in moving terms pf self-reproach, forgive 
her her weakness. She had regained her composure as 
abruptly, if not as completely, as she had lost it ; and 
would have had him believe that the passic^ he had 
witnessed was less deep than it seemed, and rather a 
womanish need of tears than a proof of suffering. A 
minute later she was quietly preparing the evening meal, 
while he, with a sick heart, raised the shutters and lighted 
the* lamp. As he looked up from the latter task, he 
found her eyes fixed upon him, with a peculiar intent- 
ness : and for a while afterwards he remarked that she 
wore an absent air. But she said nothing, and by-and- 
by, promising to return before bed-time, she went up- 
stairs to her mother. 

The nights were at their longest, and the two had 
closed and lighted before five. Outside the cold stillness 
of a winter night and a freezing sky settled down on 
Geneva ; within, Claude sat with sad eyes fixed on 'the 
smouldering fire. What could he d o ? What could he 
do ? Wait and see her innocence outragedT^ier" 
ness racked, her gentle body given up to^ unspeakable 
tortpents? The collapse which he had witnessed gave 
him as it were a foretaste, a bitter savour oj the >'.Tials to 
come. It did not seem to him that he could bear even 
the anticipation of them. He rose, he sat down, he rose 
again, ^unable to endure the intolerable thought. He 
flung out his arms ; his eyes, cast upwards, called God 
to witness that it was too much ! It was too much ! 

Some way of escape there must be. Heaven could 
not look down on, could not suffer such deeds in a 
Christian land. But men and women, giri^ and j^ung 
children had ouffered these things ; had appealed and 
called Kekven to witness, and gone to death, and Heaven 
had not moved, nor the angels descended I Bu^ it could 
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not be iij her case. Some way o( escape tliere miMit be. 
There mJst be. 

Why should she not leave her mother to her fate ? A 
fate that could not be evaded ? Why need she, whose 
capacity ft)r suffering was so great, who had so mucl^ of 
life and love and all good things before her, remain to 
share the pains of one whose span in any case was near- 
ing its end ? Of one who had no longer power — or so it 
seemed — to meet the smallest ^liock, and must succ^unb 
before she knew more of suffering tlian the name. One 
whom a rude word might almost extinguish, and a rough 
push thrust out of life ? Why ftunain, when tu remain 
was to sacrifice two liv^cs in lieu of one, to give and get 
nothing, to die for a prejudice? Why remain, when by 
remaining she could not save her mother, but, on the 
contrary, must inflict the sharpest ixing of all, since she 
destroyed the being who was dearest to her mother, the 
b|jing whom her mother would die to save ? 

He grew heated as he dwelt on it. Of what use to 
any, the feeble iLic l#C"i ing light upstairs, that must go out 
were it for^ a moment untended? The light that 
would haveigone out this long time^baclj: liad she not 
fostered it and cherished it and sheltered it in^her 
bosonff Ofr what avail that weak existence? £)r, if it 
were of avail, why, for its sake, waste this other and 
more precious life that still could not redeem it? 

Why? 

He must speak to her. I^e must persuade her, press 
her, convince her ; carry her off by force were it necessary. 
It was his duty, his clear call. lie rose and walked the 
room in excitement, as he thought of it. fic had pity 
for the old, jibandoned and left to suffer alone ; and an 
enlightening glimpse of the weighpt that the ^|rl must 
carry through life by reason of this desertion. But 
no doulft, no hesitation— he told himself — no scruple. 

"20 
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To db that her mothey might live was one thing. To 
dfe — and so to die — merely that her mother’s fast hours 
might be sheltered and comforted, was another, and a 
thing unreasonable. 

He must speak to her. He would not hesitate to tell 
her what he thought. 

But he did hesitate. When she descended half an 
hour later, and paysed at the foot of the stairs to assure 
herself that her passage “downstairs had not roused her 
mother from sleep, the light fell on her listening face 
and tender eyes ; and he read that in them which 
checked the words on 'his lips; that which, whether it 
were folly or wisdom — a wisdom higher than the ser- 
pent’s, more perfect than the most accurate calculation 
of values and chances — drove for ever from his mind 
the thought that she would desert her charge. He said 
not a word of what he had thought ; the indignant 
reasoning, the hot, conclusive arguments fell from hy^ 
and left him bare. With' her hands in his, seeking no 
more to move her or convince herjJ^'* sat silent ; and 
by mute looks and dumb love — more pjotent than el<>’ 
quence or oratory— strove to support and ■ console her. 

She, too, was silent. Stillness had fallen on both of 
them, .put her hands clung to his, and now and^ again 
pressed them convulsively ; and now and again, too, she 
would lift her eyes to his, and gaze at him with a pathetic 
intentn\-ss, as if she would stamp his likeness on her brain. 
But when he returned the look, and tried to read her 
meaning in her eyes, she smiled. “ You ^re afraid of 
me?” she whispered. “No, 1 shall not be weak again.” 

But even as she reassured him he detected a flicker of 
pain in her eyes, he felt that her hands we?e cold ; and 
but tha^ \c feared to shake her composure he would not 
have rested content with her answer. 

This sudden silence, this new way of looking -at him, 
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were th^only things that perpje^ed him.* In al^elsg, 
silent as they sat, their coflnmunion was perfect. It was 
in the mind of each that the women might be arrested 
on the morrow ; in the mind of each that this was their 
last evening together, the last of few, yet not so few tj^at 
they did not seem to the man and the girl to bulk large 
in their lives. On that hearth they had met, there she 
had proved to him what she was, then* he had spoken, 
there spent ^he clouded never- to^be- forgotten dayjj of 
their troubled courtship. No wonder that as they sat 
hand in hand, their hair almost mingling, their eyes on 
the red glow of the smouldering Ibg, and, not daring to 
look forward, looked back — no wonder that their love 
grew to be something other than the common love of 
man and maid, something higher and more beautiful, 
touched — as the hills arc touched at sunset — by the 
evening glow of parting and self-sacrifice. 

^ilent amid tlie silence of the house ; living moments 
never to be forgotten ; welcoming together the twin 
companions, ^ dca^. 

* But from the darkest outlook of the mind, as of the eye, 
morning dispals some shesdows ; into tijc mgst depressing 
atmosphere daylight brings hope, brings actuality, brings 
at leasf the ^ced to be doing. Claude’s hcart,»as he 
slipped from his couch on the settle nc^xt morning, and 
admitted the light and turned the log and stirrer! the 
embers, was sad and full of foreboding. But as the* room, 
its disorder abated, took on a^morc pleasant aspect, as 
the fire crackled and blazed on the hearth, and the flush 
of sunrise spread over the east, he grew — he could not 
but grow, for he was young — more cheerful al.so. He 
swept the flo* and filled the kettle and l<j]t in the air ; 
and had done almost all he knew hew to do, bi.ll>rc he 
heard Anne's foot upon the stairs. 

She had slept little and looked pale and haggard; 
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aynort more ‘pale and, wan than he had ever geen her 
look. And this must have suhk his heart to “zero, if a 
certain item in her aspect had not at the same time 
diverted his attention, ““you are not going out?” he 
cri^ in astonishment. She wore her hood. ® 

“ I am not going to defend myself again,” she an- 
swered, smiling sadly. “ Have no fear. I shall not 
repeat that mistake. I am only going ” 

“ you arc not going anywhere ! ” he answered firmly. 

She shook her head with the same wan smile. “ We 
must live,” she said. 

“Well?” 

“ And to live must have water.” 

“ I have filled the kettle.” 

“ And emptied the water-pot,” she retorted. 

“True,” he said. “But surely it will be time to refill 
it when we want it.” 

“ I shall attract less attention now,” she answer;g,d 
quietly, “ than later in the day. There are few abroad. 
I will draw my hood about ,my fac». •»«<^no one will 
heed me.” 

He laughed in .tender derision. “You will not go!” 
he said. “ Did you think that I would let you run a risk 
rather than fetch the water from the conduiK” 

“You will go? ” 

“ Where is the pot ? ” 

He fetched the jar from its place under the stairs, 
snatched up his cap, and tvrning the key in the lock was 
in the act of passing out when she seized his arm. 
« “Kiss me,” she murmured. She lifted her face to his, 
her eyes half closed. 

He drew h^r to him, but her lips were coW ; and as he 
releaseii/her she sarfk passively from his embrace, and 
was near falling. He hesitated. “You are not afraid to 
be left ? ” he said. “ You are sure ? ” 
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“I am afraid of nothing if I know jjpu saf^” she 
answerAi faintly. “Gol,go quihkly, and God be with 
you ! ” 

“ Tut ! I run no danger,” he rejoined. “ I have a 
strong aign «ftid they will leave me alone.” He thought ^ 
that she was overwrought, that the strain was telling on 
her ; his thoughts did not go beyond that. “ I shall be 
back in five minutes,” he continued cheerfully. And he 
went, bidding her lock the door bcIlTnd him and open 
only at his 4 inock. 

He made the more haste for her fears, passed into the 
town through the Porte 'Pertas^e, and hastened to the 
conduit. The open space in front of the fountain, which 
a little later in the day would bo the favourite resort of 
gossips and idlers, was a desert ; the bitter morning wind 
saw to that. But about the fountain itself three or four 
women closely muffled were waiting their turns to draw. 
One looked Up, and, as he fancied, re<^nised him, for 
ftie nudged her neighbour. And then first the one woman 
and then the otjaer, looking aslcanac, muttered something ; 

• it might hafJfIBeen a prayer, or a charm, or a mere word 
of gossip. he liked neither the glance nor the action, 
nor the furtive, curious looks of the women ; a^d as 
quieWy as Jje could he filled his pot and carried it away. 

He had splashed his fingers, and the cold winfl quickly 
numbed them. At the Tertasse Gate, where the view 
commanding the river valley opened before hiijj, he was 
glad to set down the vessel and change hands. On his 
left, the watch at the Porte ♦icuve, the gate in the ram- 
parts whicli admitted from the country to the Corratcrie 
—as the Tertasse admitted from the Corjatcric to tH® 
town prop<jr-;-was being changed, and he paused an 
instant, ganng on the scene. Then rcifieml^ing him- 
self, and the need of haste, he snatched up iffi jar and, 
turning^ to the right, hurried to the steps before the 
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Roy^mes' c^por, swung up them and, with his eyes on 
the windows, set down*his burden. •* 

He knocked gently, sure that she would not keep him 
waiting. But she did not come at once ; and by-and-by, 
seeing that a woman at an open door a” littJe farther 
do^ the Corraterie was watching him with scowling eyes 
— and that strange look, half fear, half loathing, which 
he was growing to know — he knocked more loudly, and 
stamped to warm kis feev. 

Stjll, to his astonishment, she did not come ; he waited, 
and waited, and she did not come. He would have begun 
to feel alarmed for her. but, what with the cold and the 
early hour, the place was deserted ; no idle gazers such 
as a commotion leaves behind it were to be seen. The 
wind, however, began to pierce his clothes ; he had not 
brought his cloak, and he shivered. He knocked more 
loudly. 

Perhaps sh** had been called to her mother? That 
must be it. She had gone upstairs and could not on the 
instant leave her charge. He clothqd, .himself in re- 
proaches ; but they did not warm him, a^ he was be- 
ginning to stamp his feet again when, happening to look 
dowR, he saw beside the water-can and partly hidden by 
its bulge, a packet about the size of a letterjrbut & littLe 
thicker.*^ If he had not mounted the steps with his eyes 
on the windows, Searching for her face, he would have 
seen it .at once, and spared himself these minutes of 
waiting. He took it up in bewilderment, and turned it 
in his numbed hands ; it wks heavy, and froigi it, leaving 
only a piece of paper in his grasp, his purge fell to the 
‘ground. Mere and more astonished, he picked up the 
purse, and put it in his pocket. He Jo<^ed at the 
window, ^ut rfo one ,show^ ; then at the f-aper in his 
hand, inside the letter were three lines of writing. 

His face fell as he read them. “ / s/ut/i not xvintityou* 
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they raa " If you try to enter, you will attract notice and 
destroy life. Go, and God bless* and reward you* ]^u 
cannot save me, and to see you perish were a worse pang 
than the worst.” 

The \vprd9 swam before his eyes. “ I will beat down 
the door,” he muttered, tears in his voice, tears welling** 
up in his heart and choking him. And he raised his 
hand. “ I will ” 

But he did nothing. “ You will adrftct notice and destroy 
me." Ah,«he had thought it out too well. To* well, 
out of the wisdom of great love, she had known how to 
bridle him. He dared not do anything that would direct 
notice to the house. 

But desert her ? Never ; and after a moment’s thought 
he drew off, his plans formed. As he retired, when he 
had gone some yards from the door, he heard the 
window closed sharply behind him. lie looked back 
and saw his*cloak lying on the gr ound, J'ears rose 
kgain to his eyes, as he rcturrfwl, took 'iT up, donned it, 
and with a last lingering look ^at the window, turned 
away. She^ould thinle that he had taken her at her 
word ; but^no'matter 1 

He walked along the Corrateric, «ind pa.ssing the four 
square We(Jch-towers with pointed rO(jfs that stood at 
intervals along the wall, he came to the two ^.irojccting 
demilunes, or bastions, that marked the angle where the 
ramparts met the Rhone ; a point from which the wall 
descended to the bridge. In one of these bastions he 
ensconced himself ; and seletting a jilace whence he could, 
without being seen, command the length of the Corratcrie, 
he set himself to watch the Royaumes’ hou^ By-and-by 
he would into the town and procure food, and, re- 
turning, l£p guard until nightfall. Mtcr ^rk, if the 
day passe/ without event, he would find his ^my into the 
house j>y force or fraud. In a rapture of anticipation he 
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pictured his entrance, her reluctant joy, her tears and 
smiles*, and fcftid reproaches. As he loved her, ^^e must 
love her the more for the trick "she had played him, she 
must love him the more for his return in her teeth. And 
the next day was Sunday, when it was unlikely that an/ 

' steps would be taken. That whole day he would have 
with her, through it he would sit with her! A whole 
day without fear? It seemed an age. He did not, he 
would not look be3'ond it ! 

H^^had not broken his fast, and hunger prerently drove 
him into the town. But within half an hour he was at his 
post again. A glance at the Royaumes’ house showed 
him that nothing had happened, and, resuming his seat 
in the deserted bastion, he began a watch that as long as 
he lived stood clear in his memory of the past. The day 
was cold and bright, and frosty with a nipping wind. 
Mont Blanc and the long range of snow-clad summits 
that flanked it rose dazzlingly bright against the blue 
sky. The mdsi.\Jjjta.'.t object seemed near ; the wavelets’ 
on the unfrozen water^ of the lake gave to the surface, 
usually so blue, a rough, grey aspect. TtllJ*t»reeze which 
produced this appearance kept the ramparts clear of loi- 
terers ; and even those who wefe abroad preferred the 
more "sheltered streets, or went hurriedly about theii^usi- 
ness. The guards were content to shiver in the guard- 
rooms of the gat^-towers, and if Claude blessed once 
the kind afterthought .which had dropped his cloak 
from the”window, he blessed it a dozen times. Wrapt in 
its thick folds, it was all he«could do to hold his ground 
against the cold. Without it he must have‘s withdrawn 
or succumbed. 

Through tfie morning he watched the house jealously, 
trembling at eyery movement which too^ ^*^ce at the 
Tertassei^ate ; lest ifherald the approach of^he officers 
to arrest the women. But nothing happened, ymd as the 
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day wore on he grew more hopeful. He inight, jpdeed, 
have bSgun to think Anne over-timid and his fears ifti- 
warranted, if he had not seen, a little before sunset, a 
thing which opened his eyes. 

Two Tjfonfen and some children came out of a house* 
not far from the bastion. They passed towards* the 
Tertasse Gate, and he watched them. Before they came 
to the Royaumes’ house, the children^paused, flung their 
cloaks over their heads, and, tlfUs protected, ran past the 
house. THb women followed, mote slowly, but gave the 
house a wide berth, and each passed with a flap of her 
hood held between her face and the windows ; when 
they had gone by they exchanged signals of abhorrence. 
The sight was no more than of a piece with the out- 
rage on Anne ; but, coming when it did, coming when 
he was beginning to think that he had been mistaken, 
when he was beginning to hope, it depressed Claude 
dismally. 

For comfort he looked fotward to the hour when it 
would be dark. By hook or by Crook," lie muttered, “ I 
■ shall enter then." 

He had iiarely finished the sentence, when he ob- 
served moving along the ramparts towards liim a^gure 
he kitfew. it was Grio. There was nothing strange in 
the man’s presence in that place, for he was an idler and 
a sot; but Claude did not wish to meet him, and debated 
in his mind whether he should retreat before the other 
came up. Pride said one thing, discretion another. He 
wan{ed no«fracas, and he i^as still hanging doubtful, 
measuring tlje distance between them, when — away wer\J 
his thoughts. What was Grio doing ? 

The Spaniand had come to a stand, and was leaning on 
the wall, loAing idly into the fosse. The* ixist^e would 
hhve been me most natural in the world on a warm day. 
On that^sX it caught Claude’s attention ; and-— was he 
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mistaken, or ivere the ^ands that, under cover of Grio's 
ctoak, rested on the wall busy about something?* 

In any case he must make up his mind whether he 
moved or stayed. For Grio was coming on again. 
Claude hesitated a moment. Then he determined to 
stay. The next he was glad he had so determined, for 
Grio after strolling on in seeming carelessness to a point 
not twenty yards^from him, and well commanded from 
his seat, leant again on 'the wall, and seemed to be en- 
joying the view. This time Claude was sure, from the 
movement of his shoulders, that his hands were employed. 

“ In what ? ” The young man asked himself the 
question ; and noted that beside Grio’s left heel lay a 
piece of broken tile of a peculiar colour. The next 
moment he had an inspiration. He drew up his feet on 
the seat, drew his cloak over his head and affected to be 
asleep. What Grio, when he came upon him, thought 
of a man who sW/* slqfp in the open i*h such weather 
he did not learn, for after standing a while — as Claude's 
ears told him — opposite the sleeper, th^S^niard turned 
and walked back the way he had come. „This time, and*' 
though he now had the wind at his back, he walked 
briskly ; as a man would w'alk in such weather, or as a 
man might walk who had done his business.* 

Claude waited until his coarse, heavy figure had dis- 
appeared through the Porte Tertasse ; nay, he waited 
until tbi: light began to fail. Then, while he could still 
pick out the red potsherd, he approached the wall, leant 
over it, and, failing to detect anything with his eyes, 
.passed his fingers down the stones. 

They alighted on a nail ; a nail thrust lightly into 
the mortar below the coping stone. For wl^at purpose ? 
His blof ^ beginning ^o move more quickly (^laude asked 
himself the question. To support a rope ? ' And so lo 
enable some one to leave the town? The \ nail, barely 
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pushed into the mortar, would hgrdly support themvei^ht ‘ 
of a dc%fcn yards of twine. 

Perhaps the nail was there by chance, and Grio had 
naught to do with it. He could settle that doubt. In a 
few moiyenfs he had settled it. Under cover of the gyow-* 
darkness, he walked to the place at which he had seen 
Grio pause for the first time. A short search discovered 
a second nail as lightly secured as ^hc other. Had he 
not been careful it would have fallen beneath his ^ouch. 

What dl5l the nails there ? Claude w.as not stupid, 
yet he was long in hitting on an e.xplanation. It was a 
fanciful, extravagant notion when he gr>t it, but one that 
set his chilled blood running, and his hands tingling, one 
that might mean much to himself and to others. It was 
unlikely, it was improbable, it was out of the common ; 
but it was an explanation. It was a mighty thing to 
hang upon two weak nails ; but such as it j vas — and 
he turned it over and over he dared 

^entertain it — he could find no other. And jjresently, 
his eyes aligj^t,*his pulses riotous, his foot dancing, he 
walked down yie Corraterie — with scarce a look at the 
house whicb had held his thoughts ^11 d;jy — and passed 
into the town. As he passed through the gatev^iy he 
hung*an instant and cast an inquisitive cyc.into the 
guard-room of the Tertasse. It was nearly empty. 
Two men sat drowsing before the fire, their boot-heels 
among the embers, a black jack between tliciiT. 

The fact weighed something in the balance of proba- 
bilities ; and in growing excitement, Claude hurried on, 
sought the epokshop at which he had broken his fast-* 
a humble place, licensed for the schoIars-^-and ate his 
supper, not knowing what he ate, nor witj; whom he ate 
it^ It waslonly by chance that this ear cat%]it, at a 
0enain monent, a new tone in the goodwife’s voice ; and 
that he (owed up, and saw her greet her husband. 
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“ Ay ! ” tho man sai(i, putting off his bandoleer, and 
answering the exclamation of surprise which his^entrance 
had evoked. “ It’s bed for me to-night It’s so cold 
they will send but half the rounds.” 

“ Whose order is that ? ” asked a scholar ato Claude’s 
table. 

“ Messer Blondel’s.” 

“ Shows his sen§e ! ” the goodwife cried roundly. “ A 
good^man, and knows when to watch and when to ha’ 
doneV’ 

Claude said nothing, but he rose with burning cheeks, 
paid his share — it was seven o’clock — and, passing out, 
made his way back. It should be said that in addition 
to the Tertasse Gate, two lesser gates, the Treille on the 
one hand and the Monnaye on the other, led from the 
town proper to the Corraterie ; and this time he chose 
to go out by the Treille. Having ascertained that the 
guard-ro6m■'’tiTe^>•■a'JscLdy,^^i almost denuded of men, he 
passed along the Corraterie to his bastion, hugging the* 
houses on his right, a’hd giving the wall^a wide berth. 
Although the cold wind blew in his face he paused*' 
several times to listen, nor did he enter his >bastion until 
he htfd patiently made certain that it was untenanted. 

The n'ght was very dark : it was the niglii of Decem- 
ber the 1 2th, old style, the longest and^ deadest of the 
year. Far below him in the black abyss on which the 
wall lobked down, a few oil lamps marked the Iceland 
and the town beyond the Rhone. Behind him, on his 
left, a glimmer escaping here and there from the upper 
windows marked the line of the Corraterie,. of which the 
width is greatest at the end farthest from the river. 
Near the far ^extremity of the rampart®a bright light 
marked^fthe Porte Neuve, distant about t^o hundit^ 
yards from his post, and about seventy or i^ighty^ frtrai 
the Forte Tertasse, the inner gate which corresponded 
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vith it. Straight from him to t|>e Porte Neuve ran the 
rampart ^ few feet high»on the inner side, some thirly 
feet high on the outer, but shrouded for the present in a 
black gloom that defied his keenest vision. 

He waitea more than an hour, his ears on the ajprt. 
At the end of that time, he drew a deep breath of relief 
A step that might have been the step of a sentry pacing 
the rampart, and now pausing, now njpving on, began to 
approach him. It came on, paused, came on, jiaujed — 
this time 5ose at hand. Two or three dull sounds 
followed, then the sharper noise of a falling stone. Im- 
mediately the foot of the sentrj’, if sentry it was, began 
to retreat. 

Claude drove his n^ls into the palms of his hands 
and waited, waited tnrough an eternity, waited until the 
retreating foot had almost reached, as he judged, the 
Porte Tertasse. Then he stole out, groped his way to 
Jhe wall, and passed his hamL?’'”’;^!'.^: oiJfer side until 
he came to the nail. He found it. It had been made 
secure, and frpnkit depended a th*n string. 

He set to weyk at once to draw up the string. There 
was a small^weight attached to it, winch rpsc slowly until 
it reached his hand. It was a stone about as laf^gfc as 
the fift, anePof a whitish colour. 
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After the wave, the trough of the wave ; after action, 
passion. Not to sink a h'ttlc after rising to the pitch of 
self-sacrifice, not to shed, when the deed is done, some 
bitter tears of regret and self-pity, were to be cast in a 
mould above the human. v 

When the cloak — dear garment! — ^had slipped from 
her hands and the head bent that its owner might raise 
the cloak had passed from sight — when Anne had fled 
to the fart’heTSida-«£jJj£ j:nom, to the farther side of the 
settle, and had heard his step die away, she would have 
given the world to see him again, to feet his arm about 
her, to hear the sound of his voice. The tears streamed 
down her face ; in vain she tried- to stay them with her 
hands^in vain she chid herself for her weakness. “ It is 
for him ! for him ! " she moaned, and hid her face ih her* 
hands. But words stay no tears; and &n the hearth 
which his coming had changed for her, standing where 
she had first seen him, where she had heard his^^fiiut^ 
words of love, where she had tried him, she wept bitter 
tears for him. 

„The storm died away at last— for after every storm 
falls a calm — but it left the empty house, the empty heart, 
silence. Her mother? She had still hei» mother, and 
with lag^Ag footsteps,she went upstairs to he^. But ^ 
found her in a deep sleep, and she descensded agaim;'' 
and going to his room began to put together his few 
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belongings, the clothes he had \Yorn, the books had 
read ; tJiat if the house twere entered they might nSt 
be lost to him. She buried her face in his garments and 
kissed them, fondly, tenderly, passionately, lingering over 
the task,^an<9 at last putting the things from her with « 
reluctance. A knot of ribbon which she had seen ^ttn 
wear in the neck of his shirt on holidays she took and hid 
in her bosom, and fetching a length ^f her own ribbon 
she put it in place of the othef. This she thought she 
could do without fear of bringing 'suspicion on him, for 
he alone would discern the excl^l^ge. Would he notice 
it? Would he weep when he found the ribbon as she 
wept now? And fondle it tenderly? At the thought 
her tears gushed forth. 

The day wore on. Supported by the knowledge that 
even a slight shock might cast her mother into one of 
her fits, Anne hid her fears from her, though the ciTort 
was as the liftiiTg of a great weight. jQn the-pfetext that 
the light hurt the invalid’s sight, she shaded the window, 
and so hid the hallows under her eyes and the wan looks 
• that must have betrayed tlic forced nature of her cheer- 
fulness. A^ rule Madame Royaume's eyes, quickened 
by love, were keen ; but this day she slept much, and the 
night «was fairly advanced when Anne, in the act of pre- 
paring to lie d&wn, turned and saw her mother sitting 
erect in the bed; 

-i.-Jhe old woman’s eyes were straiTgely bright. Her face 
wore an intent expression which arrested her daughter 
where she st(>od. 

“Mother, what is it?" she cried. 

“ Listen !” *Madame Royaumc an.swcred.* "What is 
that?” 

^ hear nothing,” Anne said, h<^ing fo soq||ie her. 
she approached the bed. 

“ I hear ^.Tiuch,” her mother retorted. " Go I Go 
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and s«e, child, what it# is ! ” She pointed to the door, 
but, before Anne could reach k, she raised her<>liand for 
silence. “They are crossing the ditch,” she muttered, 
her eyes dilated. “One, two, many, many of them! 
Many of them I They are throwing down hurdles, and 
wattles, and crossing on them I And there is a priest 
with them ” 

“Mother!” 

“A priest!” Her Voice dropped a little. “The 
ladders are black,” si."' whispered. “ Black ladders ! Ay, 
swathed in black cloth ,'iand now they set them against 
the wall. The priest absolves them, and they begin to 
mount. They are mounting ! They are mounting now.” 

“ Mother ! ” There was sharji. pain in Anne’s voice. 
Who does not know the heartache .vith which it is seen 
that the mind of a loved one is wandering from us ? And 
yet she was puzzled. She dreaded one of those scenes 
in which Kef youn^fi^trength was barely sufficient to con- 
trol and soothe the frail form before her. But they di*? 
not begin as a rule in fhis fashion ; here, though the mind 
wandered, was an absence of the wildn(;;ss to which she 
had become inured. Here — and yet as she listened, as 
she looked, now at her mother, now into the dimly lighted 
corners .of the room, where those dilated eyes seeihed to 
see things unseen by her, black thingSj,rshe found this 
phase no less disquieting than foe other. 

“HuSh!” Madame Royaume continued, heediugnhe- ^ 
daughter’s interruption no farther than by that word and 
an impatient movement of the hand. “A stcnc has fallen 
and struck one down. They raise him, he is lifeless ! 
No, he moVes, he rises. They set other ladders against 
the wall. They mount now by tens and twenties — and 
— it is gfowing dark— dark, child. Dark I ” She seethed 
to try to put away a curtain with her hands.) 

" Mother ! ” Anne cried, bending over tb** *bed an^ 
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taking her mother's hand. Doiyt, dear ! •Don't U You 
frighteif fifie." , • 

The old woman raised her hand for silence, and con- 
tinued to gaze before her. Anne’s arm was round her ; 
the girl marlted with astonishment, almost with awe, how 
strongly and stiffly she sat up. She marvelled still more 
when her mother murmured in the same tone, “ I can see 
no more," sighed, and sank gently back. Anne bent 
over her. “ I can — see no mare,” Kj^lamc Roy^aumc 
repeated ; can " She was S^^p ! 

Anne bent over her, and aftefi^stening a while to her 
easy breathing, heaved a decjvrfgh of relief. Her mother 
had been talking in her slce|^ and she, Anne had alarmed 
herself for nothing. Nej^'thclcss, as she turned from the 
bed she looked nervcyi^ly over her sliouldcr. The other’s 
wandering or dream, or what it was, had left a vague dis- 
quiet in her mind, and presently she took the lamp and, 
opening the ddbr, passed out, and, with her hands still on 
Vhe latch, listened. , 

Suddenly her Jieart bounded, her startled eyes leapt 
• upward to the ceiling. Close to her, above licr, .she 
heard a sougd.* ^ 

It came from a trap-door that led to the tiles ; aptrap 
that ei^en asjier eyes reached it, lifted itself with a rend- 
ing sound. Ss^e for the bedridden woman, Anne was 
alone in the hoifte ; and JW one instanf it was a quc.stion 
‘ she held her gi^nd or fled shrieking itilo the 

room she had left. For an instant ; then llic in.stinct 
to shield her^mothcr won thefday, and with fascinated 
eyes she watched the legs of a man drop through thc^ 
aperture, watched a body follow, and — and at last a 
face ! . 

Qpude’s face ! But changed. Even wnilc sank 
gf^ing against the wall — for the surprise was too much 
her— cyen while he took the lamp from her shaking 
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hand^nd supported hqr, and relief and joy began to run 
rtke wine through her veins, knew it TM forceful 
look, the tightened lips, the eyes gleaming with de- 
termination — all were new to her. They gave him an 
t aspect so old, so strange, that when he hUd ]>issed her 
once she put him from her. 

“What is it?” .she said. “Oh, Claude! What is it? 
What has happened ? ” 

Letting a sm''e appear — but such a smile as did not 
rcas.surc her — he sij^'-ied to her to go befor<? him down- 
stairs. .She complied' ,\ibut at the foot of the first flight 
she stopped, unable to bjgir the suspense longer. She 
turned to him again. “ Wlv t is it ? ” she cried. “ Some- 
thing has happened ? ” 

“ Something is happening,” nfc lanswered. His eyes 
shone, exultant. “ Hut it is a matter for others ! We 
may be easy I ” 

“ What is it ? ” 

“The Savoyards arc in. Geneva.” 

.She started incredulously. “In Geneva? Mere?” 
she exclaimed. “ The enemy ? ” 

He nodded. 

“Here? In Geneva? ’’.she repeated. She could not 
have heard aright. « «. 

“ Yes.” 

But she still looked at hinfy she cohld not reconcile 
his woifds with his maimer. Tfiis, the greatest 
that could happen, this which she had been brought up 
to fear as the w'orst and' most awful of catastrophes — 
..could he talk of it, could he announce it after this 
fashion? With a smile, in a tone of pleasantry? He 
must be playing w'ith her. She pas.sed her hand over her 
eyes, ap*! tried to be calm. “ But all is quiet ? ” she^aid. 

“All is quiet now',” he answ'cred. “ After midi\''ht 
the trouble will begin.” 
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Still she could not understand him. •His fate sjyd 
one thtng, his voice another. Besides, the town was 
quiet : no sound of riot or disturbance, no clash of steel, 
no tramp of feet penetrated the walls. And the house 
stood o^ tlTe ramparts where the first alarm mu,'^ be^^ 
given. “ Do you mean,'* .she asked at last, her e)'es 
fixed steadfastly on him, *‘that they are going to attack 
the town after midnight ? ” ^ 

“ They arc here now,” he reol^lf; shruggii;;^ his 
shoulders. * ‘‘ They scaled the w'Jl^ifter the guaril had 
gone round at eleven, and tlu^ are l\'ing h}' tens and 
twenties along the outer s^e of thi‘ Corraterie, waiting 
for the hour and the sigiiar 

She passe<I her across her closed i‘)'es, and 

looked again, |>eri)l(«^‘dh*. “ Ami \’i>u,” she said, ‘‘}'OU? 

I do not understand. If tliis lx- so, what an* you doing 
here ? ” 

“Here?” 

** Ay, here! Wdi)' have ym\ not givt‘n tin* alarm in 
he town ? ” • ^ * 

“ Why shoul^ I give the alarm?” he retorted coollj*. 
“To .save tifiose who Iwunded you Jhioijgh the streets 
two days ago? To save those wlx) lo-niorrow* may 
put y^u to 4he tortun: and burn you like llu;^vil(*st <>f 
creatures? S^'e them ^ with a grim smile. “N(j, U:t 
them save themselves ! 
ir*5fcPiit ” 

i would save you! not them! I would save your 
mother ! not them ! And if is done. Let the Grand 
Duke triumyh to-night, let Savoy take Geneva, and om* 
good townsfolk will have otlier matters to •)ccuj>y their 
thoughts to-m#rrow ! Ay, and througli njany and many 
a jMorrow to come I Save them ?”^ with a grin#note in 
voice; “no, I .save you. Let them save themselves! 

\t is God’s mercy on us, and Ills judgment on them I 
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Or wh5^ happens it to-rtight? To-night of all nights in 
the year ? ” « • 

She was very pale, and for a moment remained silent : 
whether she felt the temptation to which he had suc- 
♦ cunjbed, or was seeking what she should say^to move 
him, is uncertain. At last, “ It is impossible,” she mur- 
mured, in a low voice. “You have not thought of 
the women and chijdren, of the fathers and mothers who 
will staffer.” " • * 

“ And your mothc^Q’ 

“Is one. God forbia\hat I should save her at the ex- 
pense of all ! God forbid she wailed, as if she feared 
her own strength, as if the t^lvxptation almost overcame 
her. And then laying her hands^n his arm and looking 
up to him — his face was set so har^‘— “ You will not do 
this!” she said. “You will not do this! Could we be 
happy after? Could we be happy with blood on our 
heads, and on our hands, ^nd on our hearts ! Happy, 
oh no I Claude, dear heart, dear husband, we cannot buy’ 
happiness so, or life so|'or love so I We rannot save our- 
selves — so ! We cannot play God’s part-— so ! " 

“ It is not we whp do it,” he answered stubbornly. 

“ Ir is we who may prevent it ! ” she answered, 
leaning piore heavily on his arm, looking'' up td him 
more earnestly ; with pleading eyes whif a it was hard 
to refuse. “Would you, to'"Si_ve us, have betrayed 
Geneva?*” ^ 

He groaned — she had moved him. “ God knows 1 ” 
he answered. “To save ydli — I think I would I” 

. “You would not! You would not!” she repeated. 

“ Neither m'hst you do this ! Honour, faith, duty, all 
forbid it ! ” 

“ Ancklove ? " he cried. 

‘‘And love!” she answered. “For who would lo'fc; 
dishonoured? Who would love in shame? No; go 05^ 
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you have come, and give the ala#m ! Ancf do, an€ hejpl 
Go, as J^ou have come 4 But how ** — with a startled 
look as she thought of the trap-door — ** did you come?'' 

‘‘Bythe Tertasse Gate,” he explained, “ There were 
but twogmen on guard, and they were asleep. I pej^sect 
them unseen, climbed the stairs to the leads — I have 
been up twice before — and crossed the roofs. I knew I 
could come this way unseen, and if J h:yi^come by the 
door ” 

She understood and cut hin^^^ort. “ Then go as 
you came and rouse the watd^n the gate!.” she cried 
feverishly. “Rouse thcin^find all, and Heaven grant 
you be not too late I Gof^laudc, for the love of me, for 
the love of God, go n^inckly ! ” Her hands on his arm 
shook with eagerrv^s. “ So that, if tlicre l)e treachery 
here ” 

“There is treachery! ” he said darkly. “ Grio ” 

“We at least shall have no j)art in it! 'S'^ou will go? 
You will go?” she repeated* clinging to his arm, trem- 
bling against kim, looking uj) to him with e}x*s which 
he could not insist Love wrestled here, on the higher, 
the nobler,® the unselftsh side, and^ cart^c the stronger 
out of the contest. There were tears in his eyc.T as he 
ans^<^rcd, • , 

“ I will go^ You are^tkrht, Anne^ But you will be 
alone.” 

•^»=^Wun no greater rislc than others,” she answered. 

He held her to him, and their lips met once. And in 
that instarft, her heart beating against his, she com- 
prehended Jo what she was sending him, into what pctil 
of life, into what a dark hell of force and fife and blood ; 
and her arms®clung to him as if she coyld not let him 
g^ Then, “ Go, and God keep yc^i ! ” she mufinured in 

choked voice. And she thrust him from her. 

moment later he was on the roof, and she was 
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knceliifg wherft he had l^ft her, bowed down, with her face 
on the bare stairs in an agony of prayer for him. ® But not 
for long ; she had her part to do. She hurried down to 
the living-room and made sure that the strong shutters 
^verj secured ; then up to Basterga s room and io Grio’s, 
and as far as her strength went she piled the furniture 
against the iron-barred casements that looked on to the 
ramparts. V/^hile ^hc worked her ears listened for the 
alarm^ but, untn' - he had finished and was ascending 
with the light to hc^^^other s room she heard nothing. 
Then a distant cry, a faK^t challenge, the drum-drum of 
running feet, a second cry--^id silence. It might be his 
death-cry she had heard ; amL she stood with a white 
face, shivering, waiting, bearing^t!^ woman’s burden' of 
suspense. To lie down by her motiT'^r was impossible ; 
rapine, murder, fire, all the horrors, all the perils of a city 
taken by surprise, crowded into her mind. Yet they 
moved her not so much as tl\c dangers he ran, whom she^ 
had sent forth to confront them, whom she had plucked 
from her own breast that ho might face them ! 

Meanwhile, Claude, after gaining the .tiles, paused a 
moment to consider his next >ttcp. Far ^elow him, 
on the narrow, black triangle of the Corraterie, lay 
the SavQvards, some three hundred in nfi’mber,^ who- 
had scaled the wall. Out oCjJhe darkne^ of the plain, 
beyond and below them, rose tlitj' faint, distant quacking 
of alarmed clucks, proving that others of the enemy! 
moved there. Even as he listened, the whirr of a wild 
goo.se winging its flight over the city came 'to his ear. 
Gil his left, with a dim oil lamp marking, h/*re or there, 
the meeting ^of four ways, the town slept unsuspicious, 
recking nothing of the fate prepared for it.' 

It wa£i' a solemn moment, and Claude on the r^'pf 
under the night sky, felt it to be so. Restored to hiSi 
higher self, he breathed a prayer for guidance^'and fon 

r 
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her, and was as eager now as he* had before bcey cold. 
But not* the less for that •did he ply the wits that, wolf- 
ing freely in this hour of peril, proved him one of those 
whom battle owns for master. lie had gathered enough, 
lying on his face in the bastion, to feel sure that the 
forlorn hope which had gained a footing on the Valf 
would not move until the arriv’al of the main bod}' whom 
it was its plan to admit by the Porte Kcu^. I'o cany 
the alarm to the Porte Neuve*therc^j^^ind secure that 
gate, seemCd to be the first and i^lMiirgent stej)* since 
to secure the Tertasse and tlu^nher inner gates would 
be of little avail, if the mju^body of the enemy were 
once in possession of tlio^amparts. I'hc course that 
at first sight seemed >me most obvious — to enter the 
town, give the kilay^at the town liall, and set the tocsin 
ringing — he rejected ; for while the town was arming, 
the three hundred who had entered might seize lh(‘ Porte 
Neuve, and so secure the entrance of the main bod}'. 

These calculations o??cii|^cd no more tliaii a few 
seconds: then, •his mind made uf) to the course he nuist 
pursue, he crajvled as quickly, but also as (juietl}', as he 
could along the dark [virapets until he gained the leads 
of the Tertasse. Safe so far, he j)Tocee*fled, with ecjual 
.or Jj^cater* caution, to descend the narrow cork-screw 
staircase, thawed to the guar d-room on the grtaind floor. 

He forgot tnat it is jj^on^tsy to ascend without noise 
vthanijio descend. With all his* care he stuinUled when 
he was within three steps of the bottom. He tried to 
save hims<?If, but fell against the half-open door, flung 
it wide, arijl, barely keeping his feet, found himself f^ce 
to face with the two watchmen, who, startle<4 by the noise, 
h^ sprung to their feet, thinking the devil was upon 
tJirem. One, with an oath upon his fijjs, r^ched for 
'^nis half-pike; his fellow, less sober, steadied himself 
by resting a hand on the table. 
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If tjiey gaire the alarm, his plan was gone. The 
ertemy, finding themselves discovered, would seize the 
Porte Neuve. “One minute!” he cried breathlessly. 

“ Let me explain ! ” 

“You!” the more sober retorted, glaring fiercely at 
him? “ Who the devil are you ? And where have you 
been ? ” 

“ Quiet, iT\?.n, quiet ! ” 

“ What is it * • 

“Ttfeason!” Clau’cn;/ answered, imploring silence by a 
gesture. “ Treason ! Tl^t is what it is ! But for God’s 
sake, no noise 1 No noise^v^an, or our throats are as 
good as cut! Savoy has tnb^all!” 

The man stared, and no wonovr. “ You are mad,” he 
said, “or drunk ! Savoy ” 

“Fool, it is so!” Claude cried, beside himself with 
impatience. 

“ Savoy?” 

“ They are under the treps’oa the ramparts within a ‘ 
few yards of us now I Three hundred of them ! A word 
and you will feel their pikes inVour breast! Listen to 
me!” , ^ ♦, 

But .with a laugh' of derision the drunken man cut 
him short. “ Savoy here — on the wall ! ” he hiccougtied. . 
“ And we ‘on guard 1 ” / 

“It is so!” Claude urg.' j.'‘*VjBelieve'’me, it is so! 
And we piust be wary.” ' 

"You lie, young man! And I’ll — hie — I’ll prove it! 
See here! Savoy on the wall, indeed! Satoy? And 
we on guard ? ” 

He lurched in two strides to the outer door, seized it, 
and supported himself by it. Claude leart forward to 
stop him,^but could not reach, being on the other sideVaf 
the table. He called to the other to do so. “ Stop him I ”■ 
he said. “ Stop him 1 ” 
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The man might have done so, but he* did n<Mt stir; 
and him?" the sot answered, his hand on tRe 

door. “Not — two of you — will stop him ! Now> then ! 
Savoy, indeed ! On the wall ? Ml show you ! 

He le^ th*e door go, and reeled three paces* into th<^ * 
darkness outside, waving his hands as if he drove 
chickens. “ Savoy ! Savoy ^ ” he cried ; but whether 
in drunken bravado, in derision, or in tjiilfe disbelief, 
God only knows ! For the wofd liad ^J- .^rely jjassed his 
lips the second timc^bcforc a gurj^iiig scream followed, 
freezing the hearts of the two listeners; and, before the 
second guard could close ihe^oov nv move from his place 
on the hearth, four men ii>. out of tlie darkness, and 

bore him back. Before ne had struck a blow they had 
pinned him agains^he wall. 

Claude owed his escape to his position behinil the 
door. They did not see him as they si)rang in, intent 
on the one the^^ did see. lie knew resistance to be futile, 
“^and a bound carried him'^ntc^ the* darkness of cork- 
screw staircase. ^ Once there, he dated not move. Thence 
he saw and heard wliat followed. 

The mantpinned ag^ijnst the wall, wiili the j;oint of a 
knife flickering before his eyes, beg[;ed piteously k)r his 
life. 


“Then sil(?hce!'' Bas terga answered — for tne fore- 
most who had cntcrecjp'^vS^ic. “!'\ word and you 
die!^* • 

“Better let me finish him at once!” Grio growled. 
The prisontfr’s face was aslfcn, his eyes were starting 
from his head. “ Dead men give no alarms." 

“Mercy I Mercy!" the man gasped, 

“ Ay, ay, let*him live,” Basterga said {^ood-naturcdly, 
“BA he must be gagged. Turn your face to^lic wall, 
my man!" * 

The {KX>r wretch complied with gratitude. In a 



THE LOrfe NIGHT " 


330 

twinklcng thef Paduan's huge fingers closed round his 
neck, and over his wind-pipe.c “Now strike,^ *the big 
man hissed. “ He will make no noise ! " 

With a sickening thud Grio's knife sank between 
the shoulders, a moment the body writhed in ]gasterga's 
herculean grip, then it sank lifeless to the floor. “ Had 
you struck him, fool," Basterga muttered wrathfully, 
wiping a IJ^^^ blopd from his sleeve, “ as you wanted 
to strike him, nbJ[Tad squealed like a pig ! Now 'tis the 
same, and no noise/^Ia ! Seize him ! " 

He spoke too late. Claude had seen his opportunity, 
and as the treacherous bldw was struck had crept forth. 
At the moment the other sa\^him he bounded over the 
threshold. Even as his feet touched the ground a man 
who stood outside lunged at him wk.h a pike but missed 
him — a chance, for Claude had not seen the striker. The 
next moment the young man had launched himself into 
the darkness and was running for his life across the 
Corrateric in the direction oF 'the Porte Neuve. 

He knew that his foes were lying on every side of him, 
and the cry of “ Seize him ! Seize him ! " went with him, 
making every step a separate peril. He ciuld not sec 
a yard, but he was young and fleet and active ; and the 
darkness covering him, the men were conftased. ^ver 
more than one black object , he bounded like a deer. 
Once a man rising in frov{*or1V*m brought him heavily 
to the ground, but by good fortul.e it was his foot^struck 
the man, arid on the head, and the fellow lay still and let 
him rise. A moment latdr another gripptjd him, but 
Claude and he fell together, and the younger man, rolling 
nimbly side’f/ays, got clear and to his feet again, made 
for the wall on his right, turned left agavi, and already 
thought^himself over the threshold of the Porte Ne'l^ve. 
The cry “ Aux Armes ! Aux Armes ! ” was already on 
his lips, he thought he had succeeded, when between hiq 

u 
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eyes anc^the faintly lighted gateway a dozen formft rosg 
as by ma^c and poured in before him — so near to him 
that, unable to check himself, he jostled the hindmost. 

He might ^have entered with them, so near was he. 
But he sa^v that he was too late; he guessed that ^hc 
outcry behind him had precipitated tlic attack, and, 
arresting himself outside the ring of light, but within a few 
paces of the gateway, he threw him^'If ground 

and awaited the event. It was not K»ng in cU’c^iring 
itself. For a few seconds a dull roiii* of shots and shouts 
and curses filled the gate. Then out again, helter-skelter, 
with a flash of exploding ])^>wder and a whirl of steel 
and blows, came defenders and assailants in a crowd, 
the former bent on escaping, the latter on cutting them 
ofTfrom the Porte ‘Jirt'tassc anrl the town. I'or an instant 
after they had poured out the gate seem(‘d (juiet, and with 
his eyes upon jt, Claude rose, first to his knec‘s and then 
Jo his feet, paused a mom(^it in doubt, then darted in and 
entered the guard-room. 

The firclight-»-thc otli^jr lights in the small, dingy 
chamber had been trampled under foot — showed him 
two woundeH men groatiing on the ^oor,,and the body 
of a third who lay apparently dead, (daiidtr bent over 
one, found ^fh^t he wanted — a half-]>tke- and glided to 
the door of the stairs tha^gjj^I to the n^of. It was ifi the 
same position as in the.Tert^^^ lIcoj)ened it, passed 
throu^ it, mounted W^o steps, and in th(^ flarkness 
came plumj) against some one who seized him by the 
throat. 

The maii had no weapon — at any rate he did n«t 
strike ; and Claude, taken by sur[)rise, coflld not level 
his ^ike in thfc narrow stairway. For moment they 
wrestled, Claude striving to bring lys weapon to^bcar on 
his foe, the latter trying to strangle him. But the ad- 
vantage ^f the stairs lay with the first comer, who was 
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the uppermost, and grtidually he bore Claude ^ack and 
£ack. The young man, however, would not l&t go such 
hold as he had, and both were on the point of falling out 
on the floor of the guard-room when the light disclosed 
Claude’s face. n 

You are of us ! ” his opponent panted. And abruptly 
he released his grip. 

“ GenevSi«i^ 

“ I know y^! ” The' man was one of the guard who, 
in the alarm, had escaped into th« stairway. “ I know 
you ! You live in the Corraterie ! ” 

Claude wasted not a second. “ Up ! ” he cried. “We 
can hold the roof! Up, man, for your life 1 For your 
life 1 It is our only chance 1 ’’ 

With the fear of death upon him. the other needed 
no .second telling. He turned, and groped upwards in 
haste ; and Claude followed, treading on his heels ; nor 
a moment too soon. While they were still within the 
staircase, which their elbows rubbed on either side, they 
heard the enemy .swarm into the room below. Cries 
of triumph, of “ Savoy I Savoy ! ” of “ Ville gagn^e ! 
gagn<5c 1 ’’ hummed dully up to them, andi proclaimed 
the narrowness of their escape. Then the night air 
met their faces, they bent their heads and" passeti out 
upon the leads ; they had Above them the stars, and 
below them all the worj<^^«7*ntght, with its tramp of 
hidden fret, its swaying lights sf<i tiny and distai^t, and 
here and there its cry of “ Savoy 1 Savoy ! ’’ that showed 
that the enemy, relying on their capture df the Porte 
Neuve, were casting off disguise. 

Claude hee4rd and saw all, but lost not a moment. He 
had not made this ha,ste for his life only ?• before he^had 
risen to Jais knees or set foot in the gate, he had formed 
his plan. “ The Portcullis ! ” he cried. “ The Portcullis 1 
Where are the chains? On this side?" Leso than A 
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week before he had stood and watched the^ard asthe;^ 
released fband raised it ag^in for practice. 

The soldier, familiar with the tower, should have been 
able to go to the chains at once. But though he had 
struggled for* his life and was ready to struggle for it 
again, heVad not recovered his nerve, and he .shrarik 
from leaving the stairs, in holding which their one chance 
consisted. He muttered, however, tlwt tlii'H<^nch was 
on such and such a side, and,* with his head in^ the 
stairway, indicated th(j direction witit his hand. Claude 
groped his way to the spot, his breath coming fast ; 
fortunately he laid his hand almost at once on the chains 
and felt for the spike, which he knew he must draw or 
knock out. That done, the winch would fly round, and 
the huge machine fall by its own weight. 

On a sudden, “ l€cy arc comin;^^ ! the .soldier cried in 
a terrified whisper. ‘‘ My God, lhc>' arc coming ! Come 
back ! Come hick ! For Claude had theif only weapon, 
5hd the guard was dcfcncif^css. ^ Dcfcnccics.s by tlie side 
of the stairs up wjiich the foe was cWmbing ! 

The hair rose on Claudels head, but he .set his l(‘eth ; 
though the mgn ^ied, though he tlicfl, the jx>rtcullis must 
fall! More than his own life, more than the lives <jf 
both erf them,^morc than lives a hund^trd or a tliousand 
hung on that bolt ; the fate of millions yet unborn, th(* 
freedom and the future of a ccS^try hung on that bolt 
which \v^uld not give waj — thougff now he harl f®und it 
and was hammering it. Grinding his teeth, the sweat 
on his brow, ht beat on it withtthe pike, struck the iron 
with the strength of despair, .stooj>efl to sec what was# 
amiss — still with the frenzied prayers of tl/ti other in 
his ears — saw it,<ind struck again and again— and again ! 

Whurrl The winch flew round, barely missiipg his 
head. With a harsh, grinding sound that rose with in- 
credible swifl^ness to a scream, piercing the night, the 
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j^onderous grating slid down, crashed home and barred 
all entrance — closed the Porte Neuve. It ‘^did more, 
though Claude did not know it. It cut off the engineer 
from the outer gate, of which the keys were at the Town 
Hall, and against which in another minute, anpther sixty 
seconds, he had set his petard. That set and exploded, 
Geneva had lain open to its enemies. As it was, so small 
was the ift!iK^n, s^ fatally accurate the closing, that when 
the day rose, it disclosM a portent. When the victors 
came to examine the spot they fQund bendath the port- 
cullis the mangled form of one of the engineers, and 
beside him lay his petard. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 


ARMRS! ARMF.S! 


ClaUDK did not know all tliat he liad done, pr the 
narrow margin of kime by which he had succeeded. 
Rut ho did know that he hatl saved the gate ; that 
gate on the outer side of which four tliousand of the 
picked troops of Savoy were waiting the word to enter. 
He knew that he had done it witli death at his elbow 
and with the crit^of his j)anic-stricken comrade in his 
ears. And in the moment of success he rose above the 
common levcjj He felt himself master of ft'ar, lord of 
death ; in the exultation of his triun>j)h he thought 
lothing too hard or too daitgerous for him. 

It was well ^xirhaps that he had this feeling, for he 
had not a moment to waste if he would savt; himself. 
As the porfcullis struck the grouiK^ with a thunderous 
crash and rebounded, and he turned from the wifu h to 
the^tairhc.Td^ a last warning, cut sh(5Ffc' in thepittcrance, 
reached him, and ho .saw.Mirough tlje gloom that his 
companion was already in l^’j^rip of a figure which 
had succeeded in passfcig out of the staircase.* Claude 
did not hesi^tatc. With a roar of rage he ran like a bull 
at the enemy, struck him fitll under the arm with his 
pike, and drove him doubled up into the stairhead, w'fth 
such force that the Genevese had much* ado to free 
hin)self. 

The man was struck helpless— dejad for augh»that ap- 
|K:ared at the moment. Hut the pike coming in contact 
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with the edge of his corselet had not penetrated, and 
(5laude recovered it quickly, and levelled it in*^ waiting 
for the next comer. At the same time he adjured his 
comrade to secure the fallen man’s Weapon. The guard 
seized it, and the two waited, with suspehdejJ breath, 
for* the sally which they were sure must come. 

But the stairs were narrow, the fallen body blocked 
the outlet>itfid possibly the assailants had expected no 
resistance. Finding it, 'they thought better of it. A 
moment and they coifld be heard beating a rvtreat. 

“ Pardieu ! they are going ! ” the guard exclaimed ; 
and he began to shake. 

“Ay, but they will return !” Claude answered grimly. 

“ Have no fear of that ! The portcullis is down, and the 
only way to raise it, is up these stairs But it will be 
hard if, armed as we are now, we cai.not baffle them! 
Has he no pistol ? ” 

Marcadcl — that was the soldier’s name— felt about the 
prostrate man, but found none* and bidding him listen* 
and not move for his ilifc — but there w’?s little need of 
the injunction — Claude passed over to the inner edge of 
the roof, facing the Corratcriq Here hf raised his 
voice. and shouted The alarm with all the force of his 
lungs, hoping th^to supplement the cries* which* here, 
and there* had been raised by the Savoyards. 

“ Aux Armes ! ‘ Armejji'f^e cried. “ The enemy is 
at the gate ! To arms' To arn|s ! ’’ , 

A man ran out of the gateway at the sound of his 
shouting, levelled a muskc* and fired at himJ The slugs 
fl/nv wide, and Claude, lifted above himself, yelled defiance, 
knowing tha<^ the more shots were fired the more quickly 
and widely would the alarm be spread. , 

That jt was spreading, that it was being taken up, his 
position on the gateway enabled him to discern, distant 
as the Porte Neuve lay from the heart of the town. A 
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flare of light at the rear of the Tertasse, aod a confused ' 
hub-buh«in that quarter, seemed to show that, thoufh 
the Savoyards had seized the gate, they had not pene- 
trated beyond it. Away on his extreme left, where the 
Porte de la^onnaye, hard by his old bastion, overlooked 
the Rhone and the island, were lights again, and a sound 
of a commotion as though there too the enemy held the 
gate, but found farther progress closed againr-t Ricm. On 
the Treille to his right, the rilbst westerly of the three 
inner gatesf and the nearest to the 'Town Hall, the enemy 
seemed to be preparing an attack, for as he ceased to 
shout, muskets exploded in that direction ; and as far as 
he could judge the shots were aimed outwards. 

With such alarms at three inner points — to saj’ nothing 
of the noise at the more distant Porte Xcuve — it sccmctl 
impossible that J^fty part of the city could remain in 
ignorance of the attack. In truth, as he stood peering 
down into thfe dark Corratcric, and listening to the 
•heavy tramp of unseen 'feet, now here, now there, and 
the orders tha^ rose from unseen throats — even as he 
prepared to turn, summoned by a warning cry from 
Marcadel, tl^ first note of the alarm-bell smote his car. 

One moment and the air hummed with its Jieavy 
chalif nge, ajpd all of Geneva that sfiji^ slept awoke and 
stood upright? Men ran half naked from thcTr houses. 
Boys in their teens snatche <^arms and .sallied forth, 
White^faces looked int| the nij;:Tft from barred avindows 
or lofty dormers ; and acro.ss narrow wynrls and under 
dark Gothic tntrics men dragged huge chains and hooked 
them, and hurried on to where the alarm seemetl loudegt 
and the risk most pressing. In an instant ki pitch-dark 
alleys lights gleamed and .steel jarred on stone ; out of 
the darkness deep voices shouted question*^, or j^iswcred 
or gave orders, and from a thousand*houscs, alike in the 
wealthy |^ourg du Four with its thrcc-storicd piles and in 
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the sordid lanes about the water and the bridges, went up 
dhe wail of horror and despair^ Men who hac^Oreamed 
of this night for years, and feared it as they feared God’s 
day, awoke to find their dream a fact, and never while 
they livfd forgot that awakening. Whiled women left 
alofie in their homes bolted and barred and fell to 
prayers ; or clasped to their breasts babes who prattled, 
not undOfctanding the turmoil, or why their mothers 
looked strangely on thent. 

Soihething of this* something of the hoiror of that 
sudden awakening, and of the confusion in the narrow 
streets, where voices cried that the enemy were here or 
there or in a third place, and the bravest knew not which 
way to turn, penetrated to Claude on the roof of the 
tower ; and at the thought of Anne and the perils that 
encircled her — for about the house iri^lihe Corraterie the 
uproar rose loudest — his heart melted. But he had not 
lotig to dwell on her peril ; not long to dwdll on anything. 
Before the great bell had hurled its warning abroad three* 
times he had to go. iMarcadel’s voice, yrgent, insistent, 
summoned him to the stairhead. 

“ They are mustering at tl^c ’ bottom !/* the man 
whispjprcd ov'cr hisVshouldcr. He was on his knees, his 
head in the hood^^if the staircase. The woiinded tHian, 
breathing* stertorously, still cumbered the* upper steps. 
Marcadcl rested ohe han^^n him. 

Claudj; thrust in hrrT head apd listened. He could 
hear, above the thick breathing of the Savoyard, the stir 
of men muttering and moving in the darkness below ; 
apd now the stealthy shuffle of feet, and again the faint 
clang of a weapon against the wall. Doubtless it had 
dawned on some one in command belo\Y, that here on 
this tower la^ the keys of Geneva : that by themselves 
three hundred men^ could not take, nor hold if they 
took, a town manned by five or six thousan<i; conser 
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qucntly that if Savoy would succeed irf the ettterpyse 
so boldiy begun, she must by hook or crook raise this 
portcullis and open this gate. As a fact, Brunaulicu, the 
captain of the forlorn hope, had passed the word that the 
tower musT be taken at any cost ; and had cbmejiim -' 
self from the Porte Tertasse, where a brisk conflict was 
beginning, to see the thing done. 

Claude did not know this, but Jiad he kliown it, it 
would not have reduced his cotirage. 

“Yes, hear thejn,’* he whispered in answer to the 
soldier’s words. “ But the}" have not mounted far yet. 
And when they come, if two pikes cannot hold this door- 
way which they can pass but one at a time, there is no 
truth in Thermopylae ! ” 

“I know naught of that,'* the other answered, rising 
nervously to hWf feet. “ I don’t favour heights. Give 
me the lee of a wall and fair odds ” 

“Odds?” tZIaude echoed vain-glori^usly — hut only 
the stars attended to hfirn — “ I would not have another 
man ! ” 

Marcadel seized him by the sleev(\ 1 1 is voice rose 

almost to c^scream. ‘‘ Jhit, by J leaven, tlu re is another 

^ ^ • 

man!” he cried. “ There !^’ I Ic! pointed with ct shak- 
ing4^hand •to the outer corn^T o^^MAhe leads, in llu! 
neighbourhood of the place wh<*re ^the wincli of th<‘ 
portcullis stood. “ VV^e arc hetrayerd ! , W’e an* d<*ad 
men ! ” he babbled. 

Claude made out a dim figure, crouching against the 
battlement ;*and the though1% which was also in Marca- 
del’s mind, that the enemy had set a larldcr against tiie 
wall and outflanked them, rcnrlcrcd him d«sp<Tat<;. « At 
any rate there^vas but one on the roof as vet: and (juick 
as :tiought the young man lowercri his pike ancji charged 
the figure. 

With^ shrill scream the man fell on his knees before 

22 ‘ 
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him. <'Merc 3 ^I” cried* a voice he knew. “Mercy! 
Don’t kill me 1 Don’t kill me*! ” o** 

It was Louis Gentilis. Claude halted, looked at him 
in amazement, spurned him with his foot. “ Up, coward, 
and^fighf for your life then ! ” he said. “Or others will 
kill you. How come you here ? ’’ 

The lad still grovelled, “ I was in the guard-room,” 
he whimpered, “ I had come with a message — from the 
Syndic,” 

‘The Syndic Blondel?” r 

“Yes ! To remind the Captain that he was to go the 
rounds at eleven exactly. It was late when I got there 
and they — oh, this dreadful night — they broke in, and I> 
hid on the stairs.” 

“Well, you can hide no longer. You have got to 
fight now!” Claude answered grimly.'‘^ “ There are no 
more stairs for any of us except to heaven 1 I advise 
you to find soroething, and do your work. Take the 

winch-bar if you can find nothing else ! And ” 

He broke off. Marcadel, who had remained at the 
stairhead, was calling to him in a voice ^that could no 
longer be resisted — a voice of despair. Claude ran to 
him. He found him with his head in the stairway, but 
with his pike shorUfted to strike. “ They are coming 1 ” . 
he muttered over his shoulder. “They are more than 
half-way up now. Be re^y and keep your eyes open. 
Be readyfj ” he continttro after^ a pause. “ Thejy are 
nearly — here now ! ” His breath began to come quickly ; 
at last stepping back a pacft and bringing ftis point to 
the charge. “ They are here I ” he shouted. “ On guard I ” 
Claude stooped an inch lower, and with gleaming 
eyes, and feet set warily apart, waited the onset; wa,^ed 
with suspended breath for the charge that must come. 
He could hear the gasps of the wounded man who lay 
on the uppermost step ; and once close to him h« caught^ 
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a soured of shuffling, moving feet, that sellt his htart ^to' 
his moath. But seconds passed, and more seconds, and 
glare as he might into the black mouth of the staircase, 
from which the hood averted even the light of the stars, 
he coul^ make out nothing, no movement, no s^n of life !• 

The suspense was growing intolerable. And all the 
time behind him the alarm-bell was flinging “Doom! 
Doom ! down on the city, and ^ thousarief sounds of 
fear and strife clutched at hil mind and strove Jto draw 
it from tWe dark g.-jp at which he waited, as a dog waits 
for a rat at the mouth of its hole. His breath began 
to come quickly, his knees shook. Me heard his com- 
panion gasp — human nerves could stand it no longer. 
And then, just as he felt that, come what might, he 
must plunge his pike into the darkness, and settle the 
question, the^iuffling sound came anew and steadied 
him, and he set his teeth and waited — waited still. 

But nothing happened, nothing mc^ved. Again the 
seconds, almost the mmutcs.passed, and the deep note of 
the alarm-belt swelled louder and heavier, filling all the 
air, all the njght, all the world, with its iron tongue — 
setting th# tower rcclkig, the head swimming. In spite 
of himself, in spite of the ftict that he knew his Itfe hung 
ofJ^his vigilance, his thoughts wry|A<rcd ; wandered to 
Anne, alone and defenceless in that hell below him, from 
which such wild sounds were beginning to rise ; to his own 
fate U* he and Marcar^l got th ^vorst ; to tho»advantagc 
a light properly shadccl would have given them, had they 
had it. But, alas, they hadtno light. 

And then, while he thought of that, the world wa# all 
light. A sheet of flame burst from thc®hood, dazzled, 
blinded, scoiched him ; a crashing repojt filled his cars ; 
he recoiled. The ball had missed him, had goie between 
him and Marcadel and struck ncitftcr. But for a moment 
in pur# amazement, he stood gaping. 
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That»momeflt had befen his last had the defence lain 
wi!h him only, or even with him and Marcadel. r/lt was 
the senseless form that cumbered the uppermost step 
which saved them. The man who had fired tripped over 
* it as he sprang out. He fell his length on the roqf. The 
next man, less liasty or less brave, sank down on the 
obstacle, and blocked the way for others. 

Before e’lriicr could rise all was over. Claude brought 
down Ins jjike on the head* of the first to issue, and laid 
him lifeless on the Icad^. The guar^l, who wrfs a better 
man at a pinch than in the anticipation of it, drove the 
other back — as he tried to rise — with a wound in the 
face. Then \\ ith a yell, assured that in the narrow stair- 
head the cnem}- could not use their weapons, the two 
charged their pikes into the obscurity, and thrust and 
thrust, and thrust again, in the cruelty b7 rage and fear. 

What they struck, or where they struck, they could not 
see ; but their crys told them that they did 'not strike in 
vain. A shrill scream and. the gurgling cry of a dying 
man proved it, and the wild struggle that .ensued on the 
stairs ; w'here the uppermost, weighed dowp by the fallen 
men, turned in a panic on those below and fought with 
them t» force them to dc.scenH. 

Claude shuddercditi^ he listened, as he waijted, his j#ke 
still levelled ; shuddered at the pitiful groaning that 
issued from the blackness, shuddered at the blows he 
had struck, and the serdSm that still echoed in hi.s ears. 
He had not trembled when he fought, but he trembled 
at the thought of it. 

“They arc beaten,” he muttered huskily. 

“ Ay, they as’c beaten ! ” Marcadel — he who had trem- 
bled before the fight — answered with exultation. “ \5 du 
were right wanted no more men ! But it was near. 
If this rogue ha<l nof tripped our throats would have 
suffered.” 
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“ tie was a brave man,” Claude ans^vered, Jeaning 
heaviljf^n his pike. Hp needed its support. 

Marcadel knelt down and felt the man over. ** Ay,*’ 
he said, “ he was, to give the devil his due! And that 
reminds mS. We*vc a skulker here who has escaped so 
far. He shall play his part now. We must have^hcir 
arms, but it is dirty work groping in the dark for them ; 
and maybe life enough in one of them to dri.6 a dagger 
between one’s ribs. He shall do it* Where is he? ” 

Claude ^vas feeling the reactic^i which ensiieS upon 
intense excitement. He did not answer. Nor did he 
interfere when Marcadel. pouncing on Louis, u here lie 
crouched in the darkest corner, forced him forward to the 
head of the staircase. There the lad fell on his knees 
weeping futilely, wailing prayers. Jhit tlie guard kicked 
him forward. 

** In ! ” hcr'^’d. ‘Won know what >’ou liavc to do! 
In, and strip ‘them ! Do yon hear? And if} on leave 
as much as a knife 

“ I won’t ! J daren’t ! ” Louis .‘^creamc<l. And grovel- 
ling on his face on the leVls lie clung to whatever orf:re<l 
itself. * 

But men who have just passed thi^)nglra lik' a!ijl death 
stisaggle, c^e hard. “You won’t ?” ^^larcadel answered, 
applying his boot brutally, but \ffthout effect. “ Y(a\ 
will ! Or you will feel my pike between }'our ribs • In ! 
In, m^ lad ! ” 

A scream answerer! each repetition of the vvorrl, anri 
proved thA the threat w^s no einj^ty one, Claude 
might have intervened, but he remembered .\nne anrljthe 
humiliations she had suffered in this craven's presence. 

“ In ! ” M^cadel repeated a thirrl time. “ And if yr>u 
leave so much as a knife upon them I will throw }'ou off 
the tower. You understand, drj» } ou ? I'hen in, an<I 
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And^driven»by sheer ‘torture — for the pike nad thrice 
dfewn blood from his writhing body — Louis crepf, weep- 
ing and quaking, into the staircase ; and on one of her 
tormentors Anne was avenged. But Claude was think- 
ing morQ of her present peril than of this ; ^he had 
•no\fcd from the stairhead. A swell in the volume of 
;ound which rose from the Corraterie had drawn him to 
that side the tower, where shaking off the exhaustion 
which for a time hdd overcome him, he was straining 
his cyc^ to learn what was passing in the babei below. 

The sight was a singular one. The Monnaye Gate 
far to the left, the Tertasse immediately before him, and 
the Trcille on his right, were the centres of separate con- 
flagrations. In one place a house, fired by the petard 
employed to force the door, was actually alight. In 
other places so great was the conflux of iftrehes, the flash 
and gleam of weapons, and the babel of sounds that it 
wrought on the mind the impression of a Are blazing up 
in the night. Bbhind the Porte Tertasse, in the narrow 
streets of the Tertasse jyid the Cit6 — immediately, there- 
fore, behind the Royaumes’ house — the conflict seemed 
to rage most hotlj', tlic shots to ^be most frqquent, the 
uproar greatest, •cvcn*thc light strongest ; for the reflec- 
tion of the combat below bathed the Tertasse iower isia 
lurid glow.* Clau3c\ould distinguish the roof of the 
Royaumes’ house ; Und to sec so much yet to be cut oflf 
as completely as if he si^d a hundred miles away,^to be 
so near yet so hopelessly divideef! stung him to a new 
impatience and a greater dar^'ng, ' 

He returned to Marcadcl. “ .Are we going to stay on 
thi.s tower?” Ije cried. “Shut up here, while 'this goes 
forward and we may be of use ? ” 

“ I think we hnve done our part,” the other answered 
soberly. ^If any man has saved Geneva, it, is youl 
There, man, I give you the credit,” he contif mqjd, in a 
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burst of generosity, “ and it is nb small tiling I •For it 
might make my fortune^* But I have done some little 
too!” 

“ Ay ! But cannot we ” 

“ Wha^ would you have us do more ? ” the iflan con- 
tinued, and with reason. “ Leave the roof to them ? 
'Tis all they want ! Leave them to raise the old iron 
grate, and let in — what I hear 5'ond5r?” He indicated 
the darker outer plain below flic wall, whence roje the 
murmur o^ halted Ijattalions, waifing baffled, and un- 
certain, the opening of the gate. 

“ Ay, but if we descend ? ” 

“ May we not win the gate from a score ? ” Marcadel 
answered, between contempt and admiration. “ Is that 
what you mean ? And when we have won it, hold it ? 
No, not if eacl^r us were Gaston of Foix, Bayard, and 
M. de Crilldfirolled into one I But what is this ? VVe 
are winning or*we arc losing I Which isyt ? ” 

* From the Treille Gafe had, burst a rabble of men ; a 
.struggling crowd illumined by the»glare of three or four 
lights. Pikes .yid halberds flashed in the heart of the 
mob as it swirled and struggled down the Corraterie in 
the direction of the gate front which tlie two men viewed 
.it •Half-way, thither, in the open, it^.iaogrcss seemed to 
be checked ; it hung and paused, swaging this way and 
that ; it recoiled. But at length, with a roar of triumph, 
it rolled on anew over half a ^ozefT prostrate forms, and 
in a trice buret about the base of the Porte Neuve, swept, 
as it seemed to those above, ii*to the gateway, and — in a 
twinkling broke back, repelled by a crashing volley that 
shook the tower. 

“ a*"® <**r people I ’’ cried Claude 

“Ay!” 

“ And is our time ! " The lad waved Jiis weapoa 
, A diveisi^ in the rear — and ’tis done ! " 
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“ Ii9 Heaven’s namfe stop ! ” cried Marcadei^ and he 
gripped Claude's sleeve. “ A diversion, ay ! «* he con- 
tinued. “But a moment too soon or a moment too 
late — and where will we be ? ” 

He .sf>oke in vain. His words were wasted 90 the air. 
Claude, not to be restrained, had entered the staircase. 
Pike in hand he felt his way over the bodies that choked 
it ; by tins time he^was half-way down the stairs. Mar- 
cadel ^hesitated, waited a moment, listened; then, partly 
because success begets success, and courage courage, 
partly because he would not have the triumph taken 
from him, he too risked all. He snatched from Gentilis* 
feeble hands a long pistol, part of the spoils of the stair- 
case ; and, staying only to assure himself that a portion 
of the priming still lay In the pan, he hurried after hi.s 
leader. Vs 

By this time Claude was within four .slairs of the 
guard-room. ,The low door that admitted to it stood ^ 
open ; and towards it a n^an, hearing the hasty tread of 
feet, had that moment turned a startled face. There 
was no room for anything but uudacity,^nd Claude did 
not flinch. In two bounds, ho hurled hintself through 
the door on to the man, missed him with his pike — but 
was himself mis#i*«i, In a flash the two, iV’ere roiling- 
together on the floor. 

In their fall they brought down a third man, who, 
swearing horribly, ma 3 e repeated stabs at Claud9 with a 
dagger. But the only light in me room c^me from the 
fire, the three were interlao*:<l, and Claude was young and 
agile as an eel ; he evaded the first thrust, and the 
second. Tke third went home in his shoulder, but 
desperate with pain he seized the hand that hel4 the 
poniard^ and clung to it ; and before the man who had 
been the first to fall ‘could regain his pike, or i.' third man 
who was present, but who was wounded,f'co»ild drae 



AR^ES! ftRMES! 

himself, ^swearing horribly, to the spot, hlarcadel* fired 
from the stairs, and killed the wounded man. The next 
instant whh a yell of » Geneva ! ” he .sprang on the 
ot^rs under cover of the smoke that filled the room 
The cogibat was still but of two to txvo ; and Vithout 
the guard-room but almost within arm's length, were a 
dozen Savoyards, headed by Picot the engineer; any 
one of whom might, by entering, tiyn the scale. But 
the pistol-shot had come to the ears of the attacking 
party : that“instant guessing that tfiey had allies within 
mey lalhed and with loud cries returned lo the attack, 
-ven while Marcadel having disposed of om? more, stood 
over the struggling pair on the floor, doubting where to 
•strike, the burghers burst a second lime into the gateway 
—on whicli the guard-room opened -stmek down Picot 
and, hackingan^.’- hewing, with cries of “ Porte Gagm:-e ! 
I’orte Gagn??! ” bore the Savo)-ards bark. 

^ for the half of a minute the low-groined archway was 
a whirl of arms and stcefand fl.im<-. J lalf a dozen sintrlo 
combats were in progre.ss once ; .-ftnid yells and groans, 
and the jar and^ clash of a score of weapons. I3ut tlie 
burghers, fighting bareheaded for their wives and hearths, 
were not to be denied ; by-and-by the Savoyards ‘gave 
baciff broke, ?Hjd saved thcmsclve.s. fierce group cut 

Its way out and fled into the darkness pf tlie Corraterie. 
t.)f the others four men remained on the ground, while 
two tur«ed and tried to retreat liTTo the guard-room. 

But on thj; threshoki* they met Claude, vicious and 
wounded, his eyes in a flame .-•and he struck and killed 
the foremo^. The other fell under the blows of the j>u»- 
suing burghers, and acro.ss the two bodies •Claude and 
Marimdel met •their allie.s, the leaders (jf the a.s.sault. 

. Strange to say, the foremost and the midmost •f these 
was a ba!^'-legged tailor, with a great two-handed 
sword, r«l f) the hilt ; to such a place can valour on 
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such<;a night* raise a m'an. On his right stood ^landanb, 
Captain of the Guard, bareheaded and black with powder ; 
on his left Baudichon the councillor, panting, breathless, 
his fat face running with sweat and blood — for he bore 
an uglj^ wound — but with unquenchable courtage in his 
eyes. A man may be fat and yet a lion. 

It was a moment in the lives of the five men who thus 
met which none of them ever forgot. “Was it one 
of you two who lowered the portcullis ? ” Blandano 
gasped, as he leanecf an instant on, his swordf 

“ He did,’’ Marcadel answered, laying his nand on 
Claude’s shoulder. “ And I helped him.” 

“Then he has saved Geneva, and you have helped 
him ! ” Blandano rejoined bluntly. “ Your name, young 
man.” 

Claude told him. 

“ Good ! ” Blandano answered. “ If I I'lVc to see the 
morning light, it shall not be forgotten ! *' 

Baudichon leant across the dead, and shook Claude’s 
hand. “For the women and children !" he .said, his fat 
face .shaking like a jelly ; though no man had fought 
that night with a more desperate valour, -i' If I live to 
see the morning inquire foi‘ Baudichon of the council.” 

Jehan Brossceth" bandy-legged tailor w4th the*v:jge 
sword — Ke was but five feet high and no one up to that 
night had known him for a hero — squared his shoulders 
and looked at ClauSs, as one who takes another under 
his protection. “ Baudichon tfle councillor, whom all 
men know in Geneva,” ho* said with an affectionate look 
at the great man — he was proud of the company to which 
his prowess had raised him. “ You will not forget the 
name! no fear of thatl And now onJ" ^ 

“ Ay on ! ” ' Blandano answered, looking round on his 
panting followers, df whom some were stauKtning. their 
wounds and some, with dark faces and gOaming cy^- 



ARMES! ^RMESI 


349 

balls, were' loading and priming • their arms. “ ^ut I 
think the.worst is over and we shall win through nowf 
We have this gate safe, and it is the key, as I told 
you. If all be well elsewhere, and the main guards be 
held ” 

“ Ay, but are they ? ” Baudichon muttered nervously : 
he reeled a little, for the loss of blood was beginning to 
tell upon him. “ That is the question ! ” 
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The fear that Blandano' might postpone the night-round, 
to a time which woul6 involve discovery, haunted Blondel; 
and late on this eventful evening he despatched Louis, as 
we have seen, to the Porte Neuve to remind the Captain 
of his orders. That done — it was all he could do — the 
Syndic sat down in his great chair, and prepared himself 
to wait. He knew that he had before him some hours 
of uncertainty almost intolerable ; and a^eril, a hundred 
times more hard to face, because in the pniv.h of it he 
must play two parts ; he must run witli the hare and 
hunt with the hounds, and, a traitor standing forward 
for the city he had betrayed,^ he must* have an eye to 
his reputation as well as his life. ^ 

He had no doubt of the success of Savry, the walls 
once -passed. Moreover, thb genius of Basterga had im- 
posed itself upoR,hi.m as that of a man upMkely tcK'ail.- 
But some* resistance there must be, some bloodshed — for 
the town held many devoted men ; one hour at least of 
butchery,, and that tbiiowed, he shuddered to think it, 
by more than one hour of cxc^is, of cruelty, of rapine. 
P'rom such things the captured cities of that day rarely 
e^cajxid. In all that happened, the resistance and the 
peril, he must, he knew, show himself ; he must take his 
part and run his risk if he would not be known for ivhat 
he was,, if he would not leave a name that men would 
spit on! 
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Strangely enough it was the moment of ^iscoveiy and 
his conduct in that momejit — it was the anticipation df 
this, that "weighed most heavily on his guilty mind as he 
sat in his parlour, his hour of retiring long past, his house- 
hold in bed;* The city slept round him ; how long would 
it sleep? • And when it awoke, how long dared he, Hbw 
long would it be natural for him to ignore the first 
murmur, the succeeding outcry, the rising alarm It was 
not his cue to do overmuch, to. precipitate discovery, or 
to assume ^t once the truth to be tke truth. But An the 
other hand he must tfot be too backward. 

Try as he would he could not divert his thoughts from 
this. He saw himself skulking in his house, listening 
with a white face to the rush of armed men along the 
street. He heard the tumult rising on all sides, and saw 
himself stand, guilty and irresolute, between hearth and 
door, uncerj^" . h the time had come to go forth. Finally, 
and before he had made up his mind to g>i out, he fancied 
• himself confronted by as entering face, aiHl in an instant 
detected. And this it was. this initial difficulty, oddly 
enough — and not the subsequent hours of liorror, con- 
fusion and danger, of dying men and wailing women — 
that rode hi * mind, dwelt on bi*ii aiubshooK- his ner\es as 
the crisis approached . 

Oiie consolition he had, aiifl one t^ly ; but .•^'measure- 
le.ss one. Basterga had kept his wortf. He was cured. 
Six hours earlier he had taken tIx;^<;/W/«/« ;icc<jrding 
to the (firection.s, and w’^h every hour that had elap.sed 
since he had felt new life course through his veins. He 
had had no return of pain, no parc.».xysm ; but a singuliy 
lightness df body, eloquent of the change .wrought in 
him and the youth and strength that were to come, had 
done*what coufcl be done to combat the terrors^of the 
=5oul, natcH||l in his situation. Palejie was, despite the 
(wtion ; ig^^te of it he trembled and sweated. But he 
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knew’^itnselfk:hanged,and sick at heart as he whs, he could 
ftnly g^ess at the depths of nervous despair to %hich he 
must have fallen had he not taken the wondrous draught 
There was that to the good. That to the good. He 
would Jive. And life was the great thing efter all ; life 
aiti health, and strength. If he had sold hi£ soul, his 
country, his friends, at least he would live — if naught 
happerttd to him to-«ight. If naught — but ah, the 
thought pierced him to..the heart. He who had proved 
himself in old days ro mean soldier in the fi^ld, who had 
won honour in more than one fight, felt his brow grow 
damp, his knees grow flaccid, knew himself a coward. 
For the life which he must risk was not the old life, but 
the new one which he had bought so dearly ; the new one 
for which he had given his soul, his country, and his 
friends. And he dared not risk that ! He dared not let 
the winds of heaven blow too roughly If aught 

befel him this night, the irony of it ! The mockery of it I 
The deadly, deadly folly of it ! .. 

He sweated at the thought. He cursed, cursed frantic- 
ally his folly in omitting to give himself out for worse 
than he was ; in omitting to take to his bed early in the 
day ! Then he might have kept it through the night, 
through the fi^ht ; then he might have aj^oided jisks. 
Now he felt that c^^ry ball discharged at d venture must 
strike him ; that ‘if he showed so much as his face at a 
window death must*»fittd its opportunity. He would not 
have dared to pass through a s|^eet on a windy <3ay now 
— for if a tile fell it must fall on him. 'And he must 
fight ! He must fight ! 

His man}iood shrivelled within him at tiie thought. 
He shuddered. He was still shuddering, when on the 
shutter which masked the casement came a knock, fhrice 
repeat^. A cautious knock of which the ^-re sound** 
implied an understanding. ^ 
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The Syndic remained motionless, glaring *it the \^ndow. 
EverytMIng on a night Ijjie this, and to an uneasy con- 
science, menaced danger. At length it occurred to him 
that the applicant might be Louis, whom he had sent with 
the message to the Porte Neuve : and he took the lamp 
and went to admit him, albeit reluctantly, for what tlid 
the booby mean by returning? It was late, and only to 
open at this hour might, in the light cast by afte^Tcvents, 
raise suspicions. 

But it >j(as not Louis. The lasnp flickering *n the 
draught of the doorway disclosed a huge dusky form, 
glimmering metallic here and there, that in a trice pushed 
him back, passed by him, entered. It was Uasterga. 
The Syndic shut the door, and staggered rather than 
walked after him to the parlour. There the S>'ndic set 
down the lamp, and turned to the scholar, his face a 
picture Ity terror. *‘What is it?'* he muttered. 

“ What has happened ? Is — the thin^; put off? " 

The other's aspect answered his question, A black 
corselet with shoulder pieces, ^nd^a feathered steel cap 
raised Basterga’s huge sTaturc almost to the gigantic. 
Nor did it nced^'this to rjndcr him singular ; to draw the 
eye to him a second time and a third* The man ld*Tisclf 
in^tjiis hoiy* of his success, this mor^mt of conscious 
* daring, of refiance on his star and 4?is strcnglsh, towered 
in the room like a demi-god. No,” he answered, with 
a ponderous, exultant smile, slow^ come, slc^w to go. 
**No, iSesser Blondel. ^Far from it. It has not been 
put off” 

"Something has been discovered ? ” 

" No. We are here. That is all.” 

Tj^e Syndic supported himself by a hand pres.scd hard 
against the table behind him. "Here?” he gasped. 
^•You al^iere? You have the t^wn already? It is 
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“W^ have* three hundred men in the Corraterie,” 
Basterga answered. “ We hojd the Tertasse Oate, and 
the Monnaye. The Porte Neuve is cut off, and at 
our mercy ; it will be taken when we give the signal. 
Beyond* it four thousand men are waiting toienter. We * 
hold Geneva in our grip at last — at last ! ” And in an 
accent half tragic, half ironic, he declaimed : — 

“ Venit summa dies et ineluctable tempus 
Dardaniae I *^uimui« Troes, fuit Ilium et ingens 
Gloria Teucrowim t Ferus omnia Jupiter Argos 
Transtulit! ” • 

And then more lightly, ‘‘If you doubt me, how am I 
here?’* he asked. And he extended his huge arms in 
the pride of his strength. “ Exercise your warrant now 
— if you can, Messer Syndic. Syndic,*' he continued in a 
tone of mockery, “ where is your warrant now? I have 
but this moment," he pointed to wet stams on his 
corselet, “ slain one of your guards. Do justice, Syndic! 

I have seized ^onc of your gates by force. Avenge it, .: 
Syndic ! Syndic ? ha ! hn I Here is an end of Syndics.” 

The Syndic gasped. He w^s a hard man, not to say 
an arrogant one, little used to opporftion ; one who, 
timc.s and again, hud ridden rough-shod over the views 
of his fellows. ^To be jeered at, after this fjishion, tp^ be 
scorned a^id mockAi by this man who in khe beginning* 
had talked so sillvily, moved so humbly, evinced so much 
respect, ^played the ffoer scholar so well, was a bitter pill. 
He asked him.sclf if it was for^Jthis he had betrayed his 
city ; if it was for this he had sold his Vriends. And 
then — then he remembered that it was not for this — not 
lor this, but^for life, dear life, warm life, that he had done 
this thing. And, swallowing the rage that was rising 
within him, he calmed himself. 

“ It \s better to c/2ase to be Syndic than to live;*" 
he said coldly. 
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But^he other had no mind to return to their lormer ge- 
lations.* “ True, O sage he answered contemptuously. 

But why not both? Because — shall I tell you?'* 

« I hear ” 

“ Yes^ and I hear too ! The city is rising ! ” Bas^rga 
listened a moment. ‘‘Presently they will ring the alarm- 
bell, and ” 

“If you stay here some one mayjind you ! 

“And find me with you ? Basterga rejoined. He 
knew tha^ he ought to go, for his own sake as well as 
the Syndic's. lie knew that nothing was to be made 
and much might be lost by the disclosure that was on 
his tongue. But he was intoxicated with the success 
which he had gained ; with the clang of arms, and the 
glitter of his armed presence. The true spirit of the 
man, as happens in intoxication of another kind, rose 
to the ttitffi'ace, cruel, waggish, insolent — of an insolerice 
long restrained, the insolence of the sclv^lar, who always 
in secret, now in the^ight, panted to repay the slights 
he had suflcr<Kl, the patronage •of kvidi-rs, llu; scoffs 
of power. he continued, “they may find rne 

with you!# But if you^do not mind, I nee<l not. Aiul 
I was just asking you — wh^ not both ? Life and^jjower, 
ni5r friend 

“You know,” Blondcl answerecl, J^rcathing quickly. 
How he hated the man I How gladly would he have 
laid him dead at his feet ! I "or if the fool sliiyetl here 
prating, if were foi.^d here by those who within a 
few moments would come wiWi the alarm, he was himself 
a lost map. All would be known. 

That was the fear in Blonders mind ; fhe alarm was 
growing loud#r each moment, and drawing nearer. And 
then in a twinkling, in two or three sentences, Casterga 
jput thafVjar into the second placfe, and set in Its scat 
emotiono that brooked no rival. 
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•“W^^y not 1x)th ? ” he .said, jeering. “ Live ^^nd be 
Syndic, both? Because you had the scholaric ill, eh, 
Messer Blondel? - Or because your physician said you 
had it — jto whom I paid a good price — for tl^ advice ? ” 
The devil seemed to look out of the man’s eyjps, as he 
spoke in short sentences, each f>ointed, each conveying a 
heart-stib to its hearer. 

“ To whom — you »gave ? " Blondel muttered, his eyes 
dilated. 

“ A good price — for the advice ! f A good ^rice to tell 
you, you had it.” 

The magistrate’s face swelled till it was almost purple, 
his hands gripped the front of his coat, and pressed hard 
against his breast. ‘‘ But — the pains ? ” he muttered. 

Did you — but no,” with a frightful grimace, “ you lie ! 
you lie ! ” 

Did I bribe him — to give you those t^^o the other 
answered, witl\ a ruthless laugh.^. “ You have alighted 
on it, most grave and reverend sage. You have alighted 
on the exact fact, so cTever are .you ! Tlfat was precisely 
what I did some months back, after I heard that you, 
being fearful as riefe men are, hkd been to htm for some 
fancie'd ill. You had two medicines ? You remember? 
The one gave, the ^thcr soothed your t^c^ble. /ftid 
now that you understand, now that your mind is free 
from care, and you c^^sleep without fear of the scholar’s 
ill — will you not thank me for your cure, Messer Btondel?” 

“ Thank you?” the magistratt^panted. ‘^Thank you?” 
He stepped back two pacds, groping with his hands, as if 
hb sought to support himself by the table from which he 
had advanced. 

« Ay, thank*me!” 

" No, ‘•but I will pav you f ” and with the worc^BlondeU 
snatch^ from the taole a pistol which he hadAaid withiQ 
his reach an hour earlier. Before the giant, ^oAKdent in 
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his size, •discovered Tiis danger, the mu^le wa« at his 
breast* It was too late to move therf — three paq^s 
divided 'the men ; but, ifi his haste to raise the pistol, 
Blondel had not shaken from it the handkerchief under 
which he Jiad hidden it, and the lock fell on a morsel 
of the ^uff. The next moment Basterga’s huge l^nd 
struck aside the useless weapon, and flung lilondel gasp- 
ing against the wall. 

‘‘ Fool ! ” the scholar cried, towering above the baffled, 
shrinking man whose attempt h^d placed hirtfc at his 
mercy. ‘‘T'hink you that Ca;sar Basterga was born to 
perish by your hand ? That the gods made me what I 
am, I who carry to-night the fortunes of a nation and the 
fate of a king, that I might fall by so pitiful a creature 
as you ! Ay, ’tis the alarm-bell, } ou are right. And by- 
and-by your friends will be here. It is a wonder,” he 
continued, with a cruel look, “that they are not here 
alreadjT^buJ perhaps they have enough to fill their 
hands ! And come or stay — if they bf 1 ike you, poor 
fool, weak in body as in w;?t — I care not! I, Ca.*sar 
Basterga, this Tiight lord of Geneva, and in the time to 
come, and thaaks to you ” 

“ Curse 3 A)u I ” Blondbl gasix;d. ^ 

“That which I dare Ijc’sworn you have dreamt of 
bSing ! ” — ?l*e .scholar continued ivitl^ a suljtle smile. 
“The Grand Duke’s alter ego. Mayor of the Palace, 
Adviser to his Highness! I hit you there? I 

touch you there ! Oh, vanity of nttle men, J thought 
so ! ” He broke off Jnd listened, as sharp on one 
another two gun-shots ran^* out at no great distance 
from the bouse. A third followed as he hearkened : and 
on it a swelling wave of sound that rose wifh each second 
lou«fer and ilfearer. “ Ay, ’tis known npw ! ” Basterga 
• resum^^ in a tone more quiet, but not less confident. 
“And I mast go, my dear friend — ^ho thought a minute 
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ago to speed pie for ever. Know* that it lies not in 
hands mean asVours to harm Caesar Basterga of ^adua! 
And that to-night, of all nights* I bear a charmed life ! 

I carry, Syndic, a kingdom and its fortunes ! ” 

He seemed to swell with the thought, an^ in com- 
panion of the sickly man scowling darkly on him from 
the wall, he did indeed look a king, as he turned to the 
door, flueg it wide and passed into the passage. With 
only the street door between him and the hub-bub that 
was beginning to fill ^the night, he could measure the 
situation. He had stayed late. The beat of many feet 
hastening one way — towards the Porte Tertasse — the 
clatter of weapons as licre and there a man trailed his 
pike on the stones, the roar of rising voices, the rattle of 
metal as some one hauled a chain across the end of the 
Bourg du P'our and hooked it — sounds such as these 
might have alarmed an ordinary man who knew himself 
cut off from his party, and isolated among focs."^ ' 

But Basterga (lid not quail. His belief in his star was 
genuine ; he was intoxicated with the success which he 
fancied lay within his gVasp. He carried 'Caesar and his 
fortunes! was it in mean men to harm Uim? Nay, so 
confident was h.e, thip when he Wad opened fee door he 
stood kn instant on the threshold viewing the strange 
scene, and qiioted'tv’itlj. an appreciation as strange — 

0 

“ At domus interior gemitu miscroque tumultu 
Miscetur, penitpsqwe cavae plangoribus aedes 
I'emincis ululant ; ferit aurea sidera clamor *’ — 

from his favourite poet. After which without hesitation 
but, also without hurry he turned and plunged^ into the 
stream of pasfcrs that was hurrying towards the Porte 
Tertasse. ^ 

He ha^bcen right not to quail. In the medley of light 
and shadow which fillcvl the Bourg du Four and lire street^ ^ 
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about the Town Hal!, in the confusion, in^the ru^i of all 
in one ilirection and with^one intent, no one paid heed to 
him, or Supposed him to belong to the enemy. Some 
cried “To theTreille! They arc there! To the Treille T* 
And thes^ wheeled that way. lint more, guidqfi by the 
sounds •f conflict, held on to the point where the sliort, 
narrow street of the Tertasse turned left-handed out oi 
the equally narrow Rue de la Cite — the lattcr**leading 
onwards to the Porte dc la AJonnaye, and the bridges. 
Here, at ^e meeting of the two ccyifincd lanes, o\^Thung 
by timbered houses, •and old gables of strange shapes, a 
desperate conflict was being fought. The Savo)'ards, 
masters of the gate, had undertaken to push their way 
into the town by the Rue Tertasse ; not doubting that 
they would be supported by-and-b}', upon the entrance 
of their main body through the Porte Xeiive. They had 
proceeded no farther, however, than the junction with the 
Rue d^a Cit^* — a point where darkness was made visible 
by two dim oil lamj^ — before, the ala^jm being given, 
they found themselves confr^^nted by a dozen half-clad 
townsfolk, fresh from tl^cir beds* of whom five or six 
were at once kiid low. The survivors, however, fought 
with desperation, giving back, foot^y foot; and as the 
alarm fle\^ abroad and the city rost*, every moment 
brought th<f defenders a reinforcei^'iit — somg father just 
roused from sleep, armed with the chanerr wca]>on that 
came to hand, or some youth pi^n^ifig for his first fight. 
The a&ailants, therefore, found themselves sta>%cl ; slowly 
they were ifrivcn back^into the narrow gullet of the 
Tertasse. Even there they ^ere put to it to hold their 
ground against an ever-increasing swarm of citizens, 
whom despair and the knowledge that they were fighting 
on ^heir hearths, for their wives, and foi» their children, 
^ brouglKk^up in renewed strength.^ 

In the Tertasse, however, where it was not possible to 
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outflanl£* thenif and no dark side-alley, vomitfng now 
aild again a desperate man, gave one to death, € score 
could hold out against a hundred. Here then, ^^ith the 
gateway at their backs — whence three or four could fire 
over theii;heads — the Savoyards stood stubbornly at bay, 
awaking the reinforcements which they were sure would 
come from the Porte Neuve. They were picked troops 
not easiiy discouraged ; and they had no fear that aught 
serious had happened?' Byt they asked impatiently why 
D’Albigny with the main body did not cogfje ; why 
Brunaulieu with the Monnaye in his' hands did not see 
that the time was opportune. They chafed at the delay. 
Give the city time to array itself, let it recover from its 
first surprise, and all their forces might scarcely avail to 
crush opposition. 

It was at this moment, when the burghers had drawn 
back a little that they might deliver a decisive attack, 
that Basterga came up. Fabri the Synd’c had taken 
the command, ayd had shouted to ^.11 who had windows 
looking on tire lane to light them. He had arrayed his 
men in some sort of order and was on the point of giving 
the word to charge, wlicn he heard the steps of Basterga 
and some others coming up ;^hc ■waited to alldw them to 
join him. The instant they arrived he gave^the word, 
and followed by s!5me|thirty burghers armed" with hal?- 
pikes, halberds, anything the men had been able to 
snatch up, he chargcc^thp Savoyards bravely. 

In the iftirrow lane but four or five could fight abreast, 
and the Grand Duke’s men wer(^ clad in stdel and well 
armed. Nevertheless Fabfi bore back the first line, 
pressed on them stoutly, and amid a wild •ntSl^e of 
struggling me^i and waving weapons, began to drive 
the troop, in spite of a fierce resistance, ihto the gfhta 
If he could do this and enter with them, even t^'gh he 
lost half his men, he might save the city. 
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But tl\e Savoyards, though they gave back, g^ve back 
slowljf Within twenty^ paces of the ga\e the advance 
waverefl, stopped, hung an instant. Of that instant 
Basterga took advantage. He had moved on unde- 
tected, with the rearmost burghers : now h^ saw his 
opportunity and seized it. He flung to either sid# the* 
man to right and left of him. He .struck down, almost 
with the same movement, the man in front. Hk rushed 
on Fabri, who in the middle^of tiie first line was sup- 
porting, Jjiough far from young„a single combat with 
one of the Savoyard leaders. On him Basterga’s coward 
weapon alighted without warning, and laid him low. To 
strike down another, and turning, range himself in the 
van of the foreigners with a mighty “ .Savoy ! Savoy ! ” 
was Basterga’s next action ; and it sufliccd. The panic- 
stricken burghers, apprised of treason in their ranks, gave 
back every way. The Savoyards .saw their advantage, 
rallied7and prc-ssed them. Sj)ccdily the Italians regained 
the ground they hadjo.st, and with the^all fijrm of their 
champion fighting in the vai\, began to sweep the towns- 
folk back into* the Rue dc la Cite*. 

But arrived* at the meeting of the ways, I^astcrga’s 
followers paused, hesitating to catpose. their flank by 
entering Jhis second street. The Genevese s;tw this, 
rallied in their turn, and for a ^ontenit .sf:cmcd to be 
holding their own. But three or four <jf their doughtiest 
fighters lay stark in the kennel, ^icy had no longer a 
leadef, they were poorly armed and hastily* collcctcfl ; 
and devotefl as they wbtre, it needed little to renew the 
panic and start them in utrtr rout. Basterga saw thi.s, 
and whesi h's men still hung back, neglecting the golden 
op^rtunity, he rushed forwartl, almost *'alonc, until he 
stood conspftuous between the two bancis — the one hesi- 
tatingi^p come on, the other hesitating to fly. 

“S%voy!” he thundered. “Vfllc gagneci The city 
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tis ours !e*CowaKls, come on !” And waving nis nalberd 
abSve his head, he beckoned to Ijis followers to advance. 

Had they done so, had they charged on the instant, 
they had changed all for him, and perhaps all for Geneva. 
JJut they hung a moment, and the next, as in shame they 
drew*themselves together for the charge, their champion 
stooped forward with a shrill scream. The next instant 
he recei'^ed full on his nape a heavy iron pot, that de- 
scending with tremenllous, force from a window above 
him, rolled from him broken into three pieces- 

He went down under the blow as if a sledge-hammer 
had struck him ; and so sudden, so dramatic was the 
fall — his armour clanging about him — that for an instant 
the two bands held their hands and stood staring, as 
indifferent crowds stand and gaze in the street. A dozen 
on the patriots’ side knew the house from which the mar^ 
mite fell, and marked it ; and half as many saw^at the 
small window whence it came the grey locks and stern 
wrinkled face off an aged woman.* The effect on the 
burghers was magical. As* if the act symbolised not 
only the loved ones for whom th6y fought, but the dire 
distress to which they were come, they rfished on the 
foreign men-at-avms with a .\oirit and a fury hitherto 
unknown. With ^ ringing shout of “ Mere IV^yaume 
Mere Royaucie ! ” — raked by those who knew the old 
woman, and taken uf» by many who did not — they swept 
the foe, shaken by tlw fall of their leader, alon^ the 
narrow Terfasse, pressed on them, and, still shouting the 
new war-cry, entered the gateway along with them. 

“ Mi:re Royaume ! Mere I^yaume ! ” The name rang 
savagely in the ^froining of the arch, echoed dullj^ in the 
obscurity in which the fierce struggle went on. Ayd 
men struck to fts rhythm, and men died to it And 
men who fieard it thus gind lived never forgot it, nrf'ever 
went back in their minds to that night without recal^ng it 
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To one man, flurrfed already, and a ccavard heart, 
the naiie carried a paralysing assurance of doom. He 
had seen Basterga foil — by this woman’s hand of all 
hands in the world — and he had been the first to flee. 
But in th^ lane he tripped over Fabri, he fell Ijcadlong, 
and onj^ raised himself in time to gain the gatew^ a 
few feet in front of the iivenging pikes. Still, he might 
escape, he hoped to escape, through the gate imd into 
the open Corraterie. But the fir*t to reach the gates 
had taken in hand to shut therp, and so to prevent 
the townslolk reaching the Corraterie. One of the great 
doors, half-closed, blocked his way, and instinctively — 
ignorant how far behind him the pike-points were — he 
sprang aside into the guard-room. 

His one chance now — for he was cut off, and knew 
it — lay in reaching the staircase and mounting to the 
roof. A bound carried him to the door, he grasped the 
handler' But^a fugitive who had only a second before 
.saved himself that wfi^', took him for a jpirsuer, dragged 
the door close and held it — held it in spilt! of his efforts 
and his imprecations. • • 

Five seconds^ ten, perhaps, Grio — for he it was — wasted 
in .struggling vainly with the door^ Tl;e man on the 
other side clung to it with a despair ccjual to his own. 
FTvc seconds, ten, {>erhaps ; but i^i thtTt sp^^ce of time, 
short as it was, the man paid smartly for the sins of his 
life. When the time of grace h^ad^elaj>scd, witli a j>ike- 
point t few inches from his back and tin: gleaming eyes 
of an avengiflg burgher Ifc^hind it, he fled shrieking round 
the tabic. I Ic might even yet have cscajK^d by a chance ; 
for all wafi confusion, and though there was a glare tltf^re 
was no light. I?ut he stumbled over th<? bc^dy of the 
maifwhom hff had slain without pity a few hours before. 

• He feli^writhing, and died on the floor, under % dozen 
J>lows, as beasts die in the shamblcfs. 
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“ Royaume ! Mfere Royauftie ! The <cry — the 

lact cry he heard — swelled louder and louder. lA swept 
through the gate, it passed through to the open, and 
bore far along the Corraterie, far along the ramparts, 
ay, to th^ open country, the earnest of victory, 1;}ie earnest 
of vengeance. 

Geneva was saved. He who would have betrayed it, 
slain liUe Pyrrhus the Epirote by a woman's hand, lay 
dead in the dark lane^ behind the house in which he had 
lived. 
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Anne \vao but oni of some thousands of women who 
passed through the trial of that night ; who heard the 
vague sounds of disquiet that roused them at midnight 
grow to sharp alarms, and these again — to the dull, 
pulsing music of the tocsin— swell to the uproar of a 
deadly conflict waged b\’ desperate men in narrow 
streets. She was but otic of thousands who that night 
hearckfate knocking at their hearts; v.'hu jiraj'ing, sick 
with fear, for the return of their men, showed white faces 
at barred windows, and b} cvcr\’ teasing light that 
passed along ‘the lane .viewed l*ng j-ears of loneliness 
or widowhood 

But At«ie had this 4 )urden also^ that she had of her- 
self sent her man into daliger; her man, who, *11111 for 
tier pleading, but for her bidding, mi^ht not have gone 
And that thought, though she h;^l (Jone hcT du()', laid a 
cdld grip upon her heart. Her work it was if he lay at 
this moment stark in some dark*alle)', the ^irst victim 
of the assjftlt ; or, sor' 4 }’ wounded, crie-d for water ; or 
waited in pain where none ^ut the stricken heard him. 
The thgught bowed her to the ground, sent her tej her 
prayers, took from her alike all memory of the danger 
thSt had menaced her this morning, and all conscious- 
ness that which now threatened her, a hclpl^s woman, 
if the town were taken. • 

Th 8 house, having its back on the Rue de la Cite, at 
* 365 
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the polSt whefc that street joinea the Tertasse, ^ood in 
the heart of the conflict ; and almost from the ^nomcnt 
of the first attack on the Porte Neuve, which Claude was 
in time to witness, was a centre of fierce and deadly- 
fighting* Anne dared not leave her mother, who, 
strange to say, slept through the early alarms'; and it 
was bowed on the edge of her mother’s bed — that bed 
beside which she had tasted so much of happiness and 
so much of grief — that she passed, not knowing what the 
turning page might show, the first j^our of aitxiety and 
suspense. 

The report of a shot shook her frame. A scream 
stabbed her like a knife. Lower and lower she thrust 
her face amid the bed-clothes, striving to shut out sound 
and knowledge ; or, woman-like, she raised her pale, 
beseeching face that she might listen, that she might 
hope. If he fell would they tell her? And how. he fell, 
and where? Or would they hold her strange to him? 
Would she never hear ? 

Suddenly her mother opened her eyes, lay a while 
listening, then slowly sat up and looked ^at her. Anne 
saw the awakening alarm in the^ dear face, that in some 
mysterious way recalled its > outh ; and she fancied that 
to her other troubles, the misery of one of the old parox- 
ysms was going tQ bl added. At such an hour, with 
such sounds of terror filling the night, with such a glare 
dancing on the ceifing the first attack had come on, 
years before. Then the alarm^. had been fictitious; to- 
night the calamity which the poor woman had imagined, 
was happening with every circumstance of peril and 
alarm. 

But Madame Royaume’s face, though ..anxious and 
serious, Retained to an astonishing extent its sanity. 
Whether the strange dream which she had had earlier^ 
in the night had prepared her for the state of things to 



THB DAWN 


567 

wnicn ijne awoke, or the weeks and ma|iths \v^ich l^ad® 
elapstffl since that old ^larm of fire dropped in some 
inexplffcablc way from her — and as one shock had upset, 
another restofed the balance of her mind — certain it is 
that An*e, watching her with a painful interest, found# 
her same. Nor did Madame Royaume’s first \9ords 
dispel the impression. 

“They hold out? she asked, grasping her d;Tlightcr*s 
hand and pressing it. “ Thc>' hoHl out ? ” 

“ Yes, ^cs, they hold out,'* Anitc answered, hoping to 
soothe her. And ?hc patted the hand that clasped hers. 

“ Have no fear, dear, all will go well." 

“If they have faith and hold out,” the aged woman 
replied, listening to the strange medley of sounds that 
rose to them. 

“ They will, they will,” Anne faltered. 

“ But there is need of every one ! ” 

“ "lliey aroi gone, dear,” the girl answered, repressing 
a sob with difficult}'.* “ We arc alone insthe house.” 

“So it should be,” Madame Jloyaume replied, with 
sternness. “The man fo the wall, tlie maid to the pall ! 

It was ever sol ” ^ 

A low ?ry burst from Anne’s Itps. * “ God fgrbid ! ” 
she wailcc^ “ God forbid ! God have^ncrcy ! ” 

The next moment she could# have bitten out her 
toyguc ; she knew that such words and such a cry were 
of all others the most likely to cxditc her patient. But 
after some obscure fashion their i)ositions seemed this 
night to be reversed. li^was the mother who in her turn 
patted her daughter’s hand^ind sought to .so<jtl^e her. 

“Ay, God forbid,” she said softly. “Jlut man must 

do Jiis part. I mind when ” She paused. Her 

eyes travelling round the room, fixed thifr ga?^ on the 
firepl^lle. She seemed to be pcy>lcxcd by something 
she sj^’ there, and Anne, still fearing a recurrence of 



THE LONG NIGHT 


368 

hy illness, askAl her hurriedly what it was. “ What is it, 
mother?” she said, leaning ovar her, and followffiig the 
direction of her eyes. “ Is it the great pot you a’re look- 
ing at ? ” 

t “Ay,” ^Madame Royaume answered slowly* “How 
comes it here ? ” ' ■ 

“There was no one below,” Anne explained. “I 
brought it up this morning. Don’t you remember? 
There is no fire below.” 

“No>” 

“ That is all, mother. You saw me bring it up." 

“ Ay ? ” And then after a pause : “ Let it down a 
hook.” 

« But " 

“ Let it down, child ! ” And when Anne, to soothe 
her, had obeyed and let the great pot down until the fire 
licked its sides, ** Is it full ? ” Madame asked. 

‘‘ Half.full, mother." 

“ It will do."r And for a time the woman in the bed 
was silent. . - ^ 

Outside there was noise enough. The windows in the 
room looked into the Corraterje, from Vhich side no 
more than passing j^ounds cf conflict rose to them ; the 
pounding of run^^ing feet, sharp orders, a sho<;, and then 
another. But the la .ding without the bedroom door 
looked down by a high-set window into the narjrow 
Tertasse ; and from^<;his, though the door was shut, rose 
an inferno of noise, the clash of steel, the cries of the 
wounded, the shouts of the nghters. The townsfolk, 
rallying from their first alarm, were driving the enemy 
out of the Rur de la Cit^ penning him into the Tertasse, 
and preparing to carry that street. 

On a^.sudde'n there came, not a cessation of the up- 
roar, but a change in its character. It was a^ if the* 
current of a river were momentarily stayed a^d penl*» 
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up ; and then with a mighty crashing <M timbif’s ar^ 
shifting 3f pebbles, and a din as of the world’s end, began 
to run tfie other way. Anne’s face turned a shade paler; 
SO appalling was the noise, she would fain have stopped 
her ears. •But her mother sat up. 

“ Whft is it?** she asked eagerly. What is it?*' 

^ Dear mother, do not fret ! It must be " 

“ Go and see, child ! Go to the window in the passage, 
and see ! ** Madame Royaumc {jiersistcd. 

Anne had no wish^to go, no wish®to see. She picture<I 
her lover in the whence rose those apf>alling cries ; 

and gladly would she have hidden her head in the bed- 
clothes and poured out her heart in prayer for him. But 
Madame persisted, and she yielded, went into the passage 
and opened the small window. With the cold air entered 
a fresh volume of sound. On the walls and timbered 
gables opposite her — and .so near that she could well- 
nigh touch tHtm with her extended arm— strange lights 
played luridly ; and hCre and tlicre, at dorfners on a level 
with her, pale fgees showed and va^iishcfl by turns. 

She looked down. For a moment, in the confusion, 
in the medjpy of moving forms, slie cf)ulfi discern little 
or nothing. Then, as her e}vs bccaifje incnc accustomed 
to^the sighlf^she made out that the tid®of conflict was 
running inward into the town, a HJgn^that tTic invaders 
went gaining the mastery. 

“ WcjJ?** Madame Royaume askedf her voice cjucr ulous. 

Anne stro^ to say .something that would .soothe her 
mother. But a sob choked her, and when she regained 
her speech she felt herself imixilled, she knew not wj^y, 
to tell the truth. ** I fear our pcoj>Ie arc /ailing back,'* 
she ^urmurq^, trembling so violently that she could 
barely stand. 

* **H<J!vfar? Where are they, clyld?" Her mother's 
^voice vms eager. “Where are they?** 

24 
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Th^y are Almost under the window ! ’’ And then 
withdrawing her head with a shudder, while she clung for 
support to the frame of the window; “They are fighting 
underneath me now,” she said. “ God pity them ! ” 

‘^Ancf who is — are we still getting the wofst of it?” 

Forced by a kind of fascination, Anne loc)ked out 
again.^ “Yes, there is one man, a big man, leads them 
Dn,” she said, in the voice of one who, painfully absorbed 
in a sight, reports it invoiuntarily. “ He is driving our 
people before him. *Ah ! he has struck one “down this 
moment. He is almost underneath us now. But his 
people will not follow him ! They are standing. He — 
ho waves them on ! ” 

“ He is beneath us ? ” Madame’s voice sounded strangely 
near, strangely insistent. But Anne, wrapt in what she 
saw, did not heed it. 

“ Yes ! He is a dozen paces in front of his m^ij. He 
is underneath us now. He urges them t*o follow him ! 
He towers abAve them ! He is-^^ — ” 

She broke off ; cloye tt> her sounded a heavy breath- 
ing, that even above the babel of the street caught her 
car. She drew in her head, Iwoked, and, overwrought 
by that which she had bein witnessing, she shrieked 
aloud. 

Beside fter, bepdifig under the weight of the great 
steaming pot, stood her mother ! Her mother, whovhad 
scarcely ^eft her bdWrdbm twice in a twelvemopth, nor 
crossed it as many times in week. Bet it was her 
mother ; endowed at this^.pass, and for the instant, with 
supernatural strength. For even as Anne recoiled thun- 
derstruck, the old woman lifted the huge ffiarmife, half- 
full and steaming as it was, to the ledge ©f the window, 
steadied it there an instant, and then, with the gleaming 
eyes and set pale fare of an avenging prophetess, thrust 
it forth. 



THVm dawn 


i7 


A second they gazed at one another Hn’th silipendod 
breath: Then from the#street below rose a wild shriAv, 
a crasH^ and lo, the huge pot la>' shattered in the kennel 
beside the man whom, Heaven directed, it had slain. As 
if the sheck of its fall stayed for an instant %*ven thc^ 
movenftnt of the world, a silence fell on all : then, a^thc 
roar of conflict rose again, louder, more vengeful, with a 
new note in it, she cauglit her mother in her arm^ 

“ Mother ! Mother ! : slie c^ied.* “ Mother ! ” 

The elder woman was white to the lips. “ (iel: me to 
..bed I” she muttered. ^‘Get me to bed !” She hatl lost 
the power even to stand. That she had ever borne, even 
for a yard, the great pot which it taxed Anne’s utmost 
strength to carry upstairs was a miracle. lUit a miracle 
were all the circumstances connected with the act. 

Anne carried her back an<l laid her on the IxmI, greatly 
fearing for her. And thenceforth for :i whih.‘ the girl’s 
horizon, so •wide and stcirmy an instant before, was 
narrowed to the bec! beside wliich she^stcKKl, narrowed 
to the dear ^ace on which Ju: ^lamplight fell, disclos- 
ing its death-like j)allor. I'or the time Anne forger! 
even her loveT, was d^^af to Iht: struggle outside, was 
unmindfuf of the fligdit of lh<! lioiTrs. I^'or Ikt, jtjeneva 
plight have Iain at peace, the night bet^) as f^tlier nights, 
the hou.se below lx?en heavy witl^lhe breaWhng of tired 
slgepcrs. She Irxiked neither to tlie right n<>i the left, 
until under her loving liands M^d.igne Royaume revived, 
opened her^yes and smiled — the smile she Iffid for one 
face only in the world. 

By that time Anne had Tost count of the time. It 
might Be hard on morning, it might by a little after 
midnight ^nc thing only was clear, the lamp rc<juired 
oil, and to get it she must descend to life ground floor. 
She ^jpened the door and listened, wondering ^ully how 
the c^flict had gone. She harl Inst count of that also. 

24 
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^The Sfnall window at the head of the DLdirb rcinEinccl 
open as they had left it ; and through it a ceasele^ hum, 
as of a hive of bees swarming, poured in from thJ night, 
and told of multitudes astir. The alarm-bell had ceased 
to ring, tfie wilder sounds of conflict had died down ; in 
the'parts about the Tertasse the combat appear^ to be 
at an end. But this might be either because resistance 
had cd&sed, or because the battle had rolled away to 
other quarters, or — wRich .she scarcely dared to hope — 
because* the foe had been driven out. 

As she stood listening, she shivered in the cold air 
that came from the window. She felt as if she had 
been beaten, and knew that this came of the shocks she 
had suffered and the long strain. She feared for her 
nerves, and hated to go down into the dark parts of the 
house as if some danger lurked there. She longed for 
morning, for the light ; and thought of Claude and his 
fate, and wondered why the thought of hit danger did 
not move her tp weeping, as it had moved her a few 
hours earlier, ^ , 

In truth she was worn out. The effort to revive her 
mother had cost her the last renjains of Strength. Her 
feet as,she descended the staws were of lead, the brazen 
notes of the alariQ-bell hummed in her ears. .When she 
reached the living- roo|i she set the lamp on one of the 
tables and sat down wearily, with her eyes on the cqld, 
empty hearth and oi»the settle where she had sat with 
his arms a1t)OUt her. And now, if ever, she^must weep ; 
but she could not. ^ 

The lamp burned low, atfd cast smoky shadows on the 
ceiling and thp walls. The shuttered windows showed 
their dead faces. The cheerful soul of the room had parsed 
from it with tHe fire, leaving thfe shell gloomy, lifeless, 
repellent. Anne drowsed a moment in sheer exh^stion, 
and would have slept, if the lamp on the point o^expir-' 
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ing h^d not emitted a sound and roused •her. #he rose 
reluct^tly, dragged hcriclf to the great cupboard unicr 
the stairs, and, having lighted a rushlight at the dying 
flame, put out the lamp and refilled it. 

She \v?is about to rc-light it, and had taken Hhe rush-^ 
light if! her hand for the purpose, when she heard through 
the shuttered windows and the barred door a growing 
clamour ; the tramp of heavy feet, the hum OC many 
voices, the buzz of a cjrowd that, hi most as soon as she 
awoke tc^ its near presence, came* to a stand b<5forc the 
house. The tumult of voices raised all at once in different 
keys did not entirely drown the clash of arms ; and while 
she stood, sullenly regarding the door, and resigned to 
the inevitable, whatever it might be, thin shafts of light 
pierced the shutters and stabbed the gloom about her. 

With that a hail-storm of knocks fell on the door 
and^on the shutters. A dozen voices cried, “Open! 
Oixin!” 'Pile jangle of a halberd as its bearer let the 
butt drop heavily oh the stone steps ac^led force to the 
summons. .. ^ 

Anne's first impulse was to retreat upstairs, and leave 
them to ^o tffeir worst Her next — she was in a state 
of collapse in which resistance scanned' useless— was to 
^pen. S];ic moved to the door, ancU wnth cold hands 
removed the huge bars and let d^wn the chain. It was 
o«ly when she had done so mucli, when it nrmained 
only^o unlock, that she wavered ;othat she trembled to 
think on what the crowd might be bent, and !vhat might 
be her fate at their hancls. She paused then, with her 
fingers on the key ; but not%r long. She remembered 
that, before she descended, she harl he^rd neither* shot 
n*- cry. 8.esistance therefore had ceased, and that of 
a single house, held by two helpless wdhien, could avail 
notmng, could but excite to fury^and reprisals. 

She turned the key and opened. The lights dazzled 

A 
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hgr. TKie dooJway, as she stood faltering, almos^ faint- 
ing, before it, seemed to be full of grotesque danci^ faces, 
some swathed in bandages, others powder-blackened, 
some hot with excitement, others pallid with fatigue. 
They wA’e such faces, piled one above the otfler, as are 
seen in bad dreams. * 

On the intruders’ side, those who pressed in first saw a 
girl stftingely quiet, who held the door wide for them. 
“ My mother is ill,” she said in •& voice that strove for 
composure; if they w6re the enemy,,, her only^iope, her 
only safety, lay in courage. “ And she is old,” she con- 
tinued. “ Do not harm her.” 

“We come to do harm neither to you nor to her,” a 
voice replied. And the foremost of the troop, a thick 
dwarfish man with a huge two-handed sword, stood aside. 
“ Messer Baudichon,” he said to one behind him, “ this is 
the daughter.” , 

She knew the fat, sturdy councillor — whb in Geneva 
did not? — and through her stupor* she recognised him, 
although a great bandqgc swathed half hi* head, and he 
was pale. And, beginning to have an inkling that things 
were well, she began akso to tremble. By his^ide stood 
Messer^Petitot— she Knew him, too, he had been Syndic 
the year before — und a man in hacked and blqftd-stained 
armour with*his arm 91 a sling and his face black with 
powder. These three, and behind them a dpzen others 
— men whom she had* seen on high days robed in velvet, 
but who n?)w wore, one and all, the ugly marks of that 
night’s work — looked on her witn a strange benevolence. 
And Baudichon took her hand. 

“ We do not^comc to harm you,” he said, ** On the 
contrary we come to thank you and yours. Jn the name 

of the cit^ of G?ncva, and of all those here with me^ ” 

“ Ay 1 Ay ! ” shout^ Jehan Brosse, the tailor. And 
he rang his sword on the doorstep. “ Ay ! Ay ! 
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we come to thank you for the blow struck iMs ni'cht* 
from this house ! That Jt rid us of one of our worst foes 
was admail thing, girl. But that it put heart into our 
burghers and strength into their arms at a critical moment 
was another and a greater thing. Wliich sh«ll not, i^ 
Gcnc^% stand — as stand by God’s pleasure she shal^ the 
stronger for this night’s work — be forgotten ! The name 
of Merc Royaumc will at the next meeting of the^jreatcr 
Council be inscribed j^nong ^he liaincs of those whom 
the Frc<iifcCity thanks for their sei^ ices this nighf ! *' 

A murmur of stern aj>j)roval that began with those in 
the house rolled thnjugh tlie doorway and was echoed by 
the waiting throng that filled the street. 

She was weeping. All it meant, all it might mean, 
what warranty of powerful friends, what fame beyond the 
reach of dark stories, or a woman’s spite, she coulcl not 
yet understand, she couM iK)t yet apprec iate. But some- 
thing, the cifj*’s safel\', the city’s gratitude, ihtr coun((‘nancc 
of these men wlio c^iinc to lu*!* ^loor hl^xxi-stained, dark 
with smoke, peeling with fatigu( --came that they might 
thank her mother and rio her lioiiour — something of this 
she did grasp*a,s she w^'pt Ixrfore them. 

She had but one thing to asl\, tf) desire ; ajid in a 
moment wiis given her. 

“ Nor is that all ! ” The voice t^at broke in was harsher 
agd blunter than Haudichon’s. “ if it be true, as I am 
told, ijiat a youiif,' man of the nam«of Mercicr lives here? 
He does, d^s he? Ay, he lives, my girl. "He is .safe, 
have no fear. For the Matter of that he has nine lives, 
and" — Captain lilandano c^itinued with an oath — “he 
has had need of all this night, God fojgivc me for the 
w<yd ! 'IS 1 said, that is not all. For if there is 

any one man who has saved Geneva, i^is hc^ the man 
who*lct down the portcullis. And if the city does not 
dowQC you, my girl ” 
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‘ “The^«ity sHall dower herl” The speaker's .voice 
came from somewhere in the neighbourhood of the'door- 
way, and was something tremulous and uncertain? But 
what it lacked in strength it made up in haste and 
pagernessr “ The city shall dower her 1 If not/’I will ! ” 

“ &ood, Messer Blondel, and spoken like you ! ” 
Blandano answered heartily. And though one or two 
of the foremost, on hearing Blondel’s voice, looked 
askance at one another, apd her<^ and there a whisper 

passed of “ The Syndic of the guard ? How came ’’ 

the majority drowned such murmurings under a chorus 
of applause. 

“ We are of one mind, I think ! ” Baudichon said. And 
with that he turned to the door. “ Now, good friends,” 
he continued, “ it wants but little of daylight, and some 
of us were best in our beds. Let us go. That we lie 
down in peace and honour” — he went on, solemnly raising 
his hand over the happy weeping girl beside him, as if he 
blessed her — “ th{it our wives and children lie safe within 
our walls is due, under Qod, to this roof. And I call all 
here to witness that while I live the city of Geneva shall 
never forget the debt that is due to this hotise and to the 
name of Royaume ! ” “ 

“ Ay, ay ! ” cried the bandy-legged tailor. ^ “ I too 
The small wiA the gr^at, the rich with the poor, as we 
have fought this night ! ” 

“ Ay I Ay ! ” 

Some shbok her oy the hand, and some ca’ied Heaven 
to bless her, and sortie with telirs running down their 
faces — for no man there was his common everyday self — 
did naught but jook on her with kindness. And so, each 
having done after his fashion, they trooped out again isto 
the street, A ‘moment later, as the winter sun began 
to colour the distant snows, and the second Sundhy in 
Pecemb^r of the year 1602 broke on Geneva, the ^roices 
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of th^ multitude rose in the one hundred and*^wcn(|'» 
fourth ^salm ; to the solemn thunder of which, poured 
from thankful hearts, the assembly accompanied Baudi* 
chon to- his home a little farther down the Corr^terie. 

Anne was about to close the door and secure it ijfter* 
them— ^ith feelings how different from those with which 
she had opened that door ! — when it resisted her shaking 
hands. She did not on the iiystant understand the 
reason or what was #ie matter. She pusht^ more 
strongly, ^ill it cargo back on her, it openerl widely and 
more widely. And then one who had heard all, yet 
had not shown himself, one who had entered with 
Baudichon’s company, but had held himself hidden in 
the background, pushed in, uninvited. 

Uninvited? The ru-shlight .still biirnerl low and .smok- 
ily, and she had not relighted the lamj). The comers 
were ^ark with shadows, the hearth wa.s cold and empty 
and ugly, tlft shutters still blinded the windows. But 
the coming of this tfninvited one — love*comes ever un- 
exjxjcted and •uninvited — ho\iik strangely, how marvel- 
lously, how beautifully tfld it change all for her, light all, 
fill all. 

As she Telt his arms about her, as .she clung to him, 
apd sobbe^ on his shoulder, as she strode for words and 
could not utter them for the ha])|)in^ss of her heart, a.s 
sh^felt his kif.ses rain on her face in joy and .safety, who 
had iKjjt left her in .sorrow, no? ncjr in the shadow of 
death, nor fc# any fears of what man could do to him — 
let it be said that her reward was as her trial. 

• * * ' * * * * *♦ 

Madaifie Royaume lived four years aftt^r that famous 
attack on thg Free City of Geneva which is called the 
Escalade ; and during that time she expIVtcnc^ no re- 
*tam oTthc mysterious malady that^came with one shock, 

' Suid parsed from her \vith another. Nor, .so far as can 

“ *25 
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oc asc^lained at the distant time at which I wr^ie, did 
the suspicions which the nightf of the Escalad^ found 
in the bud survive it. Probably the Corraterie and the 
neighboring quarter, ay, and the whole city of Geneva, 
•had^for many a week to come matter for gossip and to 
spare. It is certain, at any rate, that whatever \^ispers 
were current in this house or that, no tongue wagged 
openly^against the fayourites of the council, who were 
also the^ favourites of the erowd.® For M^re Royaume’s 
act hit marvellously the public fancy^ and, pass^g from 
mouth to mouth, and from generation to generation, is 
still the first, the best loved, and the most picturesque of 
the legends of Geneva. 

And Messer Blondel ? Did he evade the penalty of 
his act? Ask any man in the streets of Geneva, even 
to-day, and he will tell you the fate of Philibert Blondel, 
Fourth Syndic, He will tell you how the magistrate 
triumphed for a time, as he had triumphed 'fn the coun- 
cil before, how h3 closed the mouths'" of his accusers, how 
not once, but twice aivi thrice, ^by the sheer force and 
skill of a man working in a medium which he under- 
stood, he won his acquittal from his compeers. But 
though, punishnient Be slow to overtake, it does overtake 
at last ; nor has the world witnessed many instances mor^ 
pertinent or ‘more Messer Blondel. 

Strive as he might, tongues would wag within the coun- 
cil, and without. Silence as he might Baudichqn and 
Petitot, snialler men would talk ; and their tnlk persisted 
and grew, and was vigorous when months and even years 
had , passed. What the g?eat did not know the small 
knew or guess^, and fixed greedy eyes on the'’ head of 
'the man who had dared to sell Geneva. T^e end came 
four yea^ afteV the Escalade. To conceal the old ne- 
gotiation he committed a further crime, and beidg be- " 
trayed by the tool he employed was seized and coq/victed. 
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On t]|e 1st September, 1606, he lost his hiSd 019 & 
scaffol^ erected before bis own house in the Bourg du 
Four. 

The Merciers had at least one son — probab^ he was 
the eldeSt, for he bore his father’s name — who Tivcd||into^ 
middle life, and proved himself their worthy desccnaant. 
For precisely fifty years after the date of these events a 
poor woman of the name of MicljL‘e Chauderon ^as put 
to death in Geneva, oif a cha^e of sorcer>^ ; an^l among 
those — ^ 4 nd they \j(ere not few — ^\vho strove most man- 
fully and most obstinately to save her, we find the name 
of a physician of great note in the Canton at that time — 
one Claude Mercier. lie did not prevail, though he 
struggled bravely ; the long night of superstition, though 
nearing its close, still reigned ; that woman suflTered. 
But he carried it so far and so lx>ldly that from that day 
to this — and the city miiy be proiui of the fact— no 
person has ^suffered death in Geneva on that dreadful 
charge. 
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